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Awr! Arvers, Brother te the Jucen. 
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Lord Haſtiags. 


Sir Richard Katcliff, ) 
Lord Lovel, © Friend to 1/2 Dale F Glouceſter, 
Catesby, \ 


Fir james Tytrel, 4 Villain. 
Kr William Stanley. | 
Earl of Oxtoid, 


. — to the Earl of Richmond. 


Sir Wm. Brandon, 

Brakenbury. Leewtenant of the Tower. 
Tus Chiliren of the Duke of Claicuce. 
Lord Mayor. . 


Queen of Edward IV. 
Queen Margaret, H idow of Penry VI. 


rerwmards married to tbe Duke of Gloucehtcr. 


Dmecheſs of York, Mother to Edward LV, Clarence, and Ri- 


chard 111. 


Sheriff, Purſuivant, Citizens, C hoſts of thoſe murder'd by Ri- 


chard III. with Soldiers and other Anendants. 
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Enter Richard Duke of Glo'ſter, ſolus. 


OW is the Winter of our Diſcontenf, 
Made glorious Summer by this Sun of 
4 York : 

AS And all the Clouds that lowr'd upon 
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y is George. 
Glo. Alack, my Lord, that Fault is none of yours: 
He ſnould for that commit your Godfathers. 


Rrenand III. 9 


: 


2 


F 
4 


TE 
IT 


= 


en's Kindred, and Night-wa!king Heralds, 
betwixt the Ki Miſtreſs y Any | 


- . age bv his delivery ? 
0, y — ing to her Deity, 

y Lord Chamberlain his Liberty. 

you what, I think it is our way, 
keep in favour with the King, 
Men, and wear her Livery: 
7 — A Widow, and her ſelf, 

t our Brother dub d them Gentle women, 
ou . — 17 in our Monarchy. 

. your Graces both to pardon 
Majeſty hath fraightly given in eee 
Man ſhall have private Conference, 
degree ſocver. with your Brother. 

Glo, ab ea om. Brakenbury ' 
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10 The Life and Death 


You may partake of any thing we fay : 
We ſpeak bo Trenian: 1 y the King 
Is wiſe and virtuous, and his noble Queen 
Well ſtrook in Years, fair, and not jealoue. 
We fay, that Shore's Wife hath a pretty Foot. 
A cherry Lip, a bonny Eye, a paſſing pleaſing Tongue: 
That the Queen's Kindred are made Gentle folks. 
How fay you, Sir? can you deny all this ? 
Brak. With this, my pot my ſelf have nought to dc. 
Glo. Naught to do with Miſtreſs Shore ? 
I tell thee Fellow, he that doth naught with her, 
Excepting one, were beſt to do it ſecretly alone. 
Brak. What one, my Lord? 
Glo. Her Husband, Knaye —— would'ft thou betray me? 
Brak. I do beſeech your Grace 
To pardon me, and withal forbear 
Your Conferences with the noble Duke. 
Clar. We know thy charge, Brakenbury. and will obey. 
Glo. We are the Queen's Abjects. and mult obe). 
Brother farewel, I will unto the King. 
And whatſoc'er you will employ me in, 
Were it to call King Edward's Widow, Siſter, 
I will perform it to infranchiſe you. 
Mean time, this deep diſgrace of Brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 
Clar. I know it pleaſeth neither of us wel. 
Glo. Well, your Impriſonment ſhall not be long, 
I will deliver you, or elſe lye for you: 
Mean time have patience. 


Clary. I muſt perforce; farewel. Ex. Brak. Clar, 


Glo. Go tread the path that thou ſhale ne'er return: 
Simple plain Clarence — I do love thee fo, 
That Iwill ſhortly ſend thy Soul to Heav'n, 
If Heav'n will rake the P:ceſent at our Hands. 
But who comes here? the ne deliver d Haſtings ? 
Enter Lord Haſtings. 
Haſt. Good time of day unto my gracious Lord. 
Gle. As much unto my good Lord Chamberlain: 
Well are you welcome to this open Air, 


Hew bath your Lordſhip brook'd Impriſonment? 


Bat. | 


fo 1 
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* 


He cannot live, 1 hope; and muſt not die, 
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Haff. With patience, noble Lord, as Priſoners muſt : 
But I ſhall live, my Lord, to give them thanks 
That were the cauſe of my Impriſonment. 
Glo. No doubt, a» dc and fo ſhall Clarence too, 
For they that were your Enemies are his, 
And Ir 
Haſt. More pity, that the Eagles ſhould be mew'd, 
Whiles Kites and Buzzards play at Liberty. 
Glo. What News abroad ? 
Haſt. No News ſo bad abroad as this at home: 
The King is ſickly, weak, and melancholy, 
And his Phyſicians fear him mightily. 
Glo. Now by St. Fobn, that news is bad indeed. 
O he hath kept an evil Diet long, 
And over much conſum'd his Royal Perſon : 
Tis v ie vous to be t ht u 
Where ts te, in his e 2 
Haſt. He is. 
Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you. 


[ Exit H ſtings. 


Till Gecrge be pack? with poſt-horſe up to Heav'n. 
I' in to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 

Which lyes well Nee!'d with weighty argumente, 
And it 1 fail not in my deep intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to live: 

Which done, God take King Edward to his Mercy, 
And leave the World for me ro buſtle in. 

For ther, I'll marry Warwick's you Diugh'er: 
What though 1 k Hd her — Br fon Father, 
The readieſt way to make the Wench amends, 

Is to become her Hiusband. and her Father: 

The which will I, not all to much for Love, 

As for another ſecret cloſe intent, 

By merrying her, which | muſt reach unto. 

But yet | run tctare my Horſe to Market: 
Clarence ſtill breaths, Edward ſt il lives and reigns, 


When they are gone, then mull 1 count my Gaius. 
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4 The Life and ae 
Ae. O wonderful, when Devils tell the truth! 
Glo More wonderful, when Angels are ſo angry: 

Vouchſafe, divine perfection of a Woman, 

Of theſe imes, to give me leave, 

By circumſtance, but to 2 my ſelf. 

Anne. Vouchiafe, diffus d infection of a Man, 


Of theſe known Evils, but to give me leave 
By circumſtance, to curſe thy curſed ſelf, 

Glo. Fairer than Tongue can name thee, let me haye 
Some patient leiſure to excuſe my ſelf. 


Glo. Say, that I flew them not. 

Anne. Then fay, they were not lain: 

Pur dead they are, and, deviliſh Slave, by thee. 

Glo. I did not kill your Husband. 

Anne. Why then he is alive. 

Glo. Nay, he is dead, and ſlain by Edward's Hands. 

Anne. In thy foul Throat thou ly ſt, 

Queen Margaret ſaw 

Thy murd'rous Faulchion ſmoaking in his Blood : 
The which thou once didſt bend againſt her Breaft, 
But that thy Brothers beat aſide the Point. 

Glo. I was provoked by her ſland rous Tongue, 
That laid their Guilt upon my guilil: Shoulders. 

Awe. Thou walt provoked 57 thy bloody Mind, | 
That never dream'ſt on ought but Butcher ies: 

Didſt thou not Kill this King? 

Glo. | grant ye. 

Anne. Doſt t me, þ ; 
Then God 3 88 "og, | ; 
Thou may t be damned for that wicked Deed: 

O he was gentle, mild and virtucus. 

Glo, The better for the King of Heaven that hath him: 

A. He 1s in Heav'n, where th.u ſhalt never come. 

l 77 G9. ; 


Nee 
Glo. Let him thank me that halp to ſend him thither; 
For he was fitter for that place than Earth. 
Anme. And thou unfit for any place but Hell. 
Glo. Yes one place elſe, if you will hear me name it: 
Anne. Some Dungeon. oO 
Glo. Your Bed-chamber. 
Anne. Ill Reſt betide the Chamber where thou lyeſt. 
Glo. So will it, Madam, ill I lie with you. 
Anne. I hope ſo. ** | 
Glo. I know fo. Bur genrle Lady Ame, 
To leave this keen encounter of our Wits, 
And fall ſomething into a flower method. 
Is rot the Cauſer of the timeleſs Deaths 
Of theſe Plantagenets. Heury and Edward, 
As blame ful as the Executioner? 
Anne. Thou waft the Cauſe, and moſt accurſt eſſect. 
Glo. Your Beauty was the Cauſe of that effect: 
Yuur Beauty that did haunt me in my fleep, 
To undertake the Death of all the World, 
So I might live one Hour in your ſweet Boſom. 
Anne. It I thought that, I tell thee, Homicide, 
Theſe Nails ſhould rend that Beauty from my Cheeks. 
Glo. Theſe Eyes could not endure that Beauty's wrack, 
You ſhould not blemiſh it, it 1 ſtood by; 
As all the World is cheered by the Sun, 
So | by that; it is my Day, — | Life. 
Aune. Rlack night o er. ſhade thy Day, and death thy Lifey 


Glo. Curſe not thy ſelf, fair Creauture, 
Thou art both. 


Arne. 1 would I were, to be reveng'd on thee. 
Glo. It is a quarrel moſt unnatural, 


To be reveng'd on him that loveth thee. 
Anne. It is a quarrel juſt and reaſonable, 
To be reveng'd on him that kilfd my Husband. 
G o. He that bereft thee, Lady, of thy Husband, 
Did it to help thee to a better Husband.” 
Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the Earth. 
Glo. He lives, that loves thee better than he could, 
Anne. Name him. n 
Glo. Flautagenet. 
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| 


#8 Theft an4Dearh- 


— 


I will with all enpedient ſee yon. 
ae ee 1 beech you, 
Grant me this Boon. 

Ame. With all my Heart, and much it joys me too 


To ſer you are become fo penitent. | 


Ame. Tis more than you deſerve: 
But fince you teach me how to flatter you, : 
Imagine I have ſaid farewecl already. | Exe:mt two with Anne. 
Gent. Towards Chertſey, Lord? 8 
Glo. Now to White Friars, there attend my coming. 
[ Exit Coarſe. 


Was ever Woman in this humour wood? 

Was ever Woman in this humour won? 

Fil have her —— but 1 will not keep her long. 
What! I that kill'd her Husband and his Father! 
To take her in her Heart's extreameſt hate, 

With Curſes in her Mouth, Tears in ber Eyes, 
The bleeding witneſs of my hatred by. 

Having God, her Conſcience, and theſe Bars againſt me, 
And I no Friends to back my ſuit withal, 

But the plain Devil and diſſembling Looks: 

And yet to win her All the World to nothing! 
Hath ſhe forgot already that brave Prince, 

Edward, her Lord, whom l, ſ.me tlu ee Months ſince, 
Stab d in my angry mood at Tewksbry ? 

A ſweeter and a lovelier Gentleman, 

Fram'd in the prodigality ot Nature, 

Young, Valiant, Wiſe, and no doubt, right Royal, 
The ſpacious World cannot again afford, 

And will ſhe thus abaſe her Eyes on me, 

That cropt the Golden prime of this ſweet Prince, 
And made her Widow to a woful Bed ? 

Oa me, whoſe All not equals Edward's Moiety ? 
On me, that halt, and am miſhapen thus? 

My Dukedom to a beggarly Denier, 

I do miſtake my Perſon all this while: 

Upon my Lite ſhe finds, although I cannot, 


My 
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My ſelf to be a marv'lous proper Man. 

PI! be at charges for a Looking glafs, 

And entertain a feore or two ot Tailors, 

To ſtudy Faſhions mo Body: 

Since | am crept in favour K 

will maintain it with ſame little Coſt. 

But firſt IN turn yon fellow in his Grave, 

And then return lamenting to my Love. 

Shine out, fair Sun, till I have bought a GlaG, 

That 1 may fee my Shadow as I pals. [Exits 


SCENE HI. 


Enter the Queen, Lord Rivers, and Lord Gray. 
Riv. Have patience, Madam, there is no doubt, his Majefty 
Will ſoon recover his accuſtom'd Health. 
Gray In that you brook it ill, it makes him worſe, 
Theretore for God's fake entertain good Comfort, 
And cheer his Grace with quick and merry Eyes. 
If he were dead, what would beride on me? 
Gray. No other harm, but loſs of ſuch a Lord. 
Queen. The loſs of fuch a Lord includes all harms. 
Gray. The Heavens have bleſt you with a goodly Son 
To be your Comforter when he is gone. 
Deen. Ah! he is young, and his Minority 
Is put unto the truſt of Richard Gloſter, 
A Man that loves not me, nor none of you. 
Riv ls it concluded, he ſhall be Protector? 
Leen. Ic is determin'd, not concluded yet: 
But ſo it mult be, if the King miſcarry. 
Gray. Here come the Lords of Buckingham and Derby. 
Buck. Good time of Da = 2 nw 
Derby. God make your Majeſty joytul, as you have been. 
Queen. The Counteſs Richmond good my Lord of Derby, 
To your good Prayer will icarcely fay, Amen; 
Yet Derby, notwithſtanding ſhe's your Wife 
And loves not me, be you, good Lord, aſſur d. 
I hate not you for her proud Arrogance. . 
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* too childiſh fuoliſh for this World. | 2 
9. Mar. Hie thee to Hell for ſhame, and leave this World, 
Thou Cacodæmon, there thy Kingdom is. | 


. like mine; * 


Riv. My Lord of Gl fer, in thoſe bufie Days, 
Which here you urge, to prove us Enemies, 
We follow'd then > Lord, our — King; 
So ſhould we you, 1 ſhould be our . 
Glo. If 1 tduld be! ——1 had rather be a 
Far be it from my Heart, the thought thereof. 

Queen. As little Joy, my Lord, as you ſuppoſe 
You thould enjoy, were you this Country's King, 

As little Joy you may ſuppoſe in me, 
That 1 enjoy, being the Queen thereof. 
. Mar. A little Joy enjoys the Queen thereof; 
For I am ſhe, and altogether joylets. 
I can no longer hold me patient. : 
Hear me, you wrangling Pyrates, that fall out 
In ſharing that which you have pill'd from me; 
Which of you trembles not that looks on me? 
If not tha: | am Queen, you bow like Subjects; 
Yet that by you depos'd, you quake like Rebels. 
Ah gentle Villain do not turn away? 
Gb. Foul wrinkFd Witch, what mak ſt thou in my Sight? 
2. Mar. But rep-tirion of what thou haſt marr'd, 
That will I make, before I let thee go. 

Glo Wer't thou not baniſhed on pain of Death? 
Aue I was; but I dofind more pain in Baniſhment 
Than Death can yield me here by my abode. 

A Husband and a Son thou ow'ſt to me, [To Glo. 
And thou a Kingdom, all of you Allegiarce; [To the Oween, 
This Sorrow that I have by Right is yours, | 
And all the Pleaſures you uſurp are mine. 

Sl. The Curſe my Noble Farher laid on thee, 

When thou didft crown his warlike Brows with 
And with thy Scorns drew't Rivers from his Eyes, 
And then to dry them, gav'ſt the Duke a Clout, 
Steep'd in the faultleſs Blood of pretty Rutland; 
His Curſes, then from bitterneſs of Soul 


Denounc'd againſt thee, are now fall'n upon thee; 


And 
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wail thy Childrens Death, 


thee now, 
hy Death, 


thou art ſtalld in mine. 
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On thee, thou troubler of the poor World's peace. 
The Worm of Conſcience till be-gnaw thy Soul, 
Thy Friends ſuſpect for Traitors while thou liv'ſt, 
And take Traitors for thy deareſt Friends: 
No ſleep up that deadly Eye of thine, 
D 
Alſright thee with a Hell of ugly Devi 
Thou elviſh- markr, abortive rooting Hog, 
Thou that waſt ſeal'd in thy Nativity 
The Slave of Nature, and Son of Hell: 
Thou ſlander of thy heavy Mother's Womb, 
Thou loathed Iſſue of 1 Loins. 


Thou Rag ot Honour, deteſted ——= 
Glo. Margaret. 
ö Mar. Richard. 
Ha! 
4 Mar. | call thee not. 


| I cry thee mercy then; for I did think 
, That thou had'ſt call d me all theſe bitter Names. 


2. May. Why fo 1 did, but loo for no reply. 
Ok let me make the Period to my Curſe. 


Glo. *Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret. 
een. Thus have you breath'd yourCurſe againſt your {elf 
. May. Poor painted Queen, vain flouriſhof my Fortune, 


Why itrew*ſt thou Sugar on that Bortel'd Spider, 
Whoſe deadly web eninareth thee about? 


Fool, Fool, thou whet'ſt a Knife to kill thy (elf: 
| The day will come that thou ſhalt wiſh for me, 
Io help thee curſe this poyſonous Bunch back d Toad. 
— Falſe boading Woman, end thy trantick Curie, 
Leſt to thy harm thou move our Patience. 
&. Mar. Fuul ſhame upon you. you have all mov'd mine. 
Rev. Were you well ferv's, you would be taught yourDury. 
L. Mar. To ſerve me well, you all ſhould do me Duty, 


ar. 


» , Teaca me-to be your Queen, and you my Subjects: 
a DO lerve me well, and teach your ſelves that Duty. 
e. Dorf. Diſpute not — her, ſhe is Lunatick, 

Mar. Peace, Marquiſs, you are malapert, 
108 fire · new ſtamp of — 
O that your young Nobility can judge 
mM Vor. V. | 5 


What 
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W hat 'twere to loſe it, and be miſerable. 
They e ſhake them, 
And if they fall, they daſh themſelves to pieces. 
Glo. Good Counſel marry, learn it, learn it, Marquiſs. 
Dos , It touches you, my Lord, as much as me. 
Glo. Ay, and much more; but I was born fo high; 
Our airy buildeth in the Cedar's top, 
And dallies with the Wind, and ſcorns the Sun. 


Buckingham, I'll kiſs thy Hand, 
Amity with thee: 

thy Noble Houſe; 
red with our Blood ; 
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And ſooth the Devil that I warn thee from ? 
O but remember this another Day ; 
When he ſhall ſplit thy very Heart with Sorrow; 


And ſay poor Margaret was a Propheteſs. 


too much 
that 


She , and 
My 1225 
Dorſ. I never did her any, to my 
Glo. Yet you have all the vantage 
I was too hot, to do ſome Body good, 
That is too cold in thinking of it now: 
Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repay'd; 
He is frank'd up Ay 
God pardon them that are the cauſe thereof. 
Riv. A virtuous and a C'wiſtian-like concluſion, 
To pray for them that have done ſcathe to us. 


Gls. So da I ever, being well advis'd. C 
For had 1 curſt now, I-had curſt my felt: 
Enter Catesby. 


Cateſ Madam, his Majeſty doth call for you, 
And for your Grace, and yours, my gr=cious Lord. 
Queen. Catesby, I come; Lords, will you go with me? 
Riv. We wait upon your (irace. 

x eg 55 r 

| . I do the wrong, and firſt begin to brawl. 

| —— — 2 

; y unto t 1evous Charge of others. 

Clarence, r have caſt in Darkneſs, 

do beweep to many ſimple Gulls, 

Namely to Derby, Haſtings, Bucki | 

> And tell them, tis the Queen and her Allies 

That ſtir the King againſt the Duke my Brother. 

Now they believe it, and withal whet me 

To be reveng'd on Rivers, Dorſet, Gray. . 

But then I ſigh, and with a piece of Scripture, | 
Tell them that God bids * for evil: 
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18 The Life and Death 
And thus I cloath my naked Villan 
With odd old Ends, ftoln forth of 51 Writ, 
And ſeem a Saint, when moſt I play the Devil, 
Enter two Villains. 
But ſoft, here come my Executioners: 
How now my hardy ftout reſolved Mates, 
Are you now going to diſpatch this thing? 

1 Vil. We are, my Lord, andcometo have the warrant 
That we may be admitted, where he is. 

Glo. Well thought upon, I have it here about me: 
When you have done, repair to Crosby Place. | 
But, Sirs, be ſudden in the Execution, 

Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead; 
For Clarence is well- ſpoken, and, perhaps, 
May move your Hearts to pity, it you mark him. 

Vil. Tut, tut, my Lord, we will not ſtand to prate, 
Talkers are no good doers; be aſſur J, 

We go to uſe our Hands, and not our Tongues. 
Glo, Your Eyes drop Mill-ſtunes, when Fools Eyes fall 
Tears. 
I like you Lads, about your buſineſs ſtraigh-. 
Go, go, diſpatch. | | 
Fil Wwe will, my noble Lord. [ Exenmt, 


SCENE IV. 

Enter Clarence and Keeper. " 
Why looks your Grace fo heavily to day? | 
O I have paſt a miſerable Night, 


of fearful Dreams of ugly Sights, 
I am a Chriſtian faithful Man, 


h *rwere to buy a world of Days: 
of diſmal Terror was the Ac * 
Keep. What was your Dream, my Lord. 1 you tell me. 
Clar. Met hts that 1 had broken — = Tower, 
And was embark'd to croſs to Burgundy . 
| ny my Brother Glo/ter, 
in tempted me to walk 
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Upon the Hatches, There we look d toward 2 
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| What dreadful Noiſe of Waters in my 


What ſights of ugly Death within mine Eyes! 

— 2 | faw a thouſand fearful Wracks, 

A thouiand Men that Fiſhes gnaw'd upon: 

Wedges of Gold, great Anchors, heaps of Pearl, 

Ine ſtimable Stones, unvalued Jewels 

All ſcatter d in the bottom of the Sea: 

Some lay in dead Mens Skulls, and in the holes 

Where Eyes did once inhabit, there were Crep's 

As 'rwere in ſcorn of Eyes, reflecting Gems, 

That wou'd the ſlimy bottom of the Deep, 

And mock'd the dead Bones that lay ſcatter d by. 
Keep. Had you ſuch leiſure in the time of 

To gaze upon the Secrets of the Decp ? 
Clar. Methought 1 had, and often did I ſtrive 

To yield the Ghoſt; but ſtill the envious Flood 

S:op'd in my Soul, and would not let it forth 


„ 


To find the empty, vaſt, and wandri Air; 


Bur ſm. ther d it within my panting 
Who almoſt burſt to belch it in the Sea. 
Keep. Awak'd you not in this fore ? 

Clar. No, no, my Dream was lengthen d after Life. 
O then began the Tempeſt to my Soul: 
I paſt, methought, the melancholy Flood, 

_ that ſour Ferry-man wo — write of, 

to the Kingdom of perpetual Night. 
The firſt that there Sd woe my — 
Was my great Father - in- Law, renowned Warwick, 
Who ſpake aloud — What Scourge for Perjury 
Can this dark Monarchy afford falle Clarence: 
And fo he vaniſh'd. Then came wand'ring by, 
A Shadow like an Angel, with bright Hair 
B 3 


Dabbled 


30 The Life and Death 


Dabbled in Blood, and he ſhriek'd out aloud — 
Clarexce is come, falſe, fleeting, perjur'd Clarence, 
That ſtabb'd me in the Field by Tewksbwy ; 

Seize on him, Furies, take him unto Torment —— 
With that, methought, a Legion of foul Fiends 
Inviron'd me, and howled in mine Ears 

Such hideous Cries, that with the very Noiſe, 

I, trembling. wak d; and for a Seaſon after 

Could not belicve but that I was in Hell: 

Such terrible Impreſſion made my Dream. 

Keep. No marvel, Lord, tho' it - you, 

I am _ methinks to hear — «04 

Clar, Ak Keeper, Keeper, | have t wings, 
That now — againſt my Soul, 10 
For Edward's ſake; and ſee how he requites me. 
O God! if my deep Prayers cannot appeaſe thee, | 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my Mifdeeds, | 
Yet execute thy Wrath on me alone: 
O ſpare my guiltleſ Wife, and - 4 Children. 
Keeper, | prichee ſet by me a while, 
My Soul is heavy, and I fain would ſleep. 

Keep. I will, my Lord. God give your Grace good reſt, 

Eurer Brakenbury the Lieutenant. 

Brak. Sorrow breaks Seaſons and repoſing hours, 
Makes the Night Morning, and the Noon-tide Night: | 
Princes have but their Titles for their Glories, 1 
— 11 — for an inward Toil; 

unfelt Imaginations, 
often feel a world of reſtleſs Cares: , 
So that berween their Titles and low Name, 
There's nothing differs but the outward Fame. 
Euter two Villams. 

1 Vil. Ho, who's here? ; 

Brak. What would't thou, Fellow ? And how cam't 
thou hither ? | 

2 Vil. | would ſpeak with Clarence, and 1 came hither * 
on my Legs. 1 

ab. What, ſo brief? . 

1 Vil. Tis better, Sir, than to be tedious: 
Let him fee cur Commiſſion, and talk no more, 
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Brak. 
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will not reaſon what is meant hereby, 

Becauſe 1 will be guiltleſs trom the meaning. 

There lies the Duke afleep, and there the Keye. 

In to the King, and fignifie to him. 

That thus I have reſign d to you my charge. [is. 
r Vil. You may, Sir, tis a point of Wiſdom 

Fare you well, 

2 Vil. What, ſhall we ſtab him as he ſleeps? 
1 Vil. No; he'll fay 'twas done cowardly, when he wakes, 
2 Vil. Why he ſhall never wake, until the great Judg- 

ment Day. 

1 Vil. Why then he'll ſay we ſtabb'd him ſleeping. 

|; ing of that word Judgment, hath bred a 


2 Fil. Not to kill him, having a Warrant. 
But to be damn'd for killing him, from the which 
No warrant can defend me. 
1 Vi. I thought thou hadſt been reſòlute. 
2 Vil. So I am, to let him live. 
1 Vil, Il back to the Duke of Glo ſter, and tell him ſo. 
2 Vil. Nay, prithee ſtay a little: . 
] hope this te Humour of mine will change; 
It was wont to held me but while one tells twenty. 
1 F. How dott thou feel thy ſelf now ? 
2 Vil. Some certain dregs of Conſcience are yet within me. 
1 Vil, Remember the Reward, when the Deed's done. 
2 Vil. Come he dies: I had forgot the Reward. 
1 Vil, Where's thy Conſcience now ? 
* 932 's Purſe. 
1 Vil. When he opens his Purſe to give us our Reward, 
thy Conſcience flies out. — 
2 Vil. Tis no matter, let it go; there's few or none will 
entertain it. 
1 Vil, What if it come to thee again ? 
2 Vil, Li not meddle with it, it makes a Man a Coward: 
A Man cannot ſteal, but it accuſeth him; a Man cannot 
ſwear, but it checks him; a Man cannot lie with his 


Be Neigh- 


— — — — 
"= — 


ame- fac'd Spirit, that 


well, endeavours to truſt himſelf, and live without it. 


| 
| 
| 


Neighbour's Wife, but it detects him. Tis a bluſbing 
mutinies in a Man's Boſom: It 
fills a Man full of Obſtacles. It made me once reſtore a 
Purſe of Gold, that, by chance, 1 found. It beggars any | 
Man that keeps it... It is turn d out of Towns Cities 
for a dangerous thing, and every Man that means to live 


1 Vid. Tis even now at my Elbow, perſuading me not to 
kill the Duke. honey 
2 Vil. Take the Devil in thy mind, and believe him not: 
He would infinuate with thee but to make thee ſigh. | 

I — I am ſtrong fram'd, he cannot prevail with me. 
2 Vil. Spoke like a tall Man, that reſpects th 
Come, ſhall we fall to work ? earn 
i Vil. Take him on the Coftard, with the Hilt of thy 
Sword, and then throw him into the Malmſie- butt in the 
next Room. 
2 Vil, O excellent Device, and make a Sop of him. 
1 Vil, Soft, he wakes. 
2 Fil. Strike. 
1 Vit, No, we'll reaſon with him. 
Clar. Where art thou, ? Give me a Cup of Wine. 
2 Vil. You ſhall have Wine my Lord, anon. 
Clar. In God's Name what art ? | 
1 Vil. A Man, as you are. 
Clay. But not as I am, Royal. 
1 Vid. Nor you as we are, Py 
Clar. Thy Voice is thunder, but thy Looks are humble. 
1 Vil, My Voice is now the King's, my Looks mine own. 
Clary. How darkly, and how deadly doſt thou ſpeak ? 
Your Eyes do menace me: Why look you pale? 
Who ſent you hither? wherefore do you come ? 
2 Vil, To, to, to 
Clar. To Murther me? 
Both. Ay, ay. 
Clar. You ſcarcely have the Hearts to tell me fo! 
And therefore cannot have the Hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my Friends, have I offended you? 
1 Vil. Offended us you have not, but the King. | 
Clar. I ſhall be reconcil d to him again. 2 | 
2 | 
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be convict by courſe of Law, 
me — is —— 
as for any 
am wad lay no Hands on me: 
The you undertake is damnable. 
I 
2 


| 


| 


; 


Vil. What we will do, we do upon command. 
Vil. And he that hath commanded, is our King. 
Clar. Erroneous Vaſſals, the great King of Kings 
Hath in the Table of his Law commanded, 
That Thou ſhalt do no Murther; Will you then 
Spurn at his Edict, and fulfil a Man's ? 
Take heed, for he holds Vengeance in his Hand 
To hurl upon their Heads that break his Law. 
2 Vil. And that ſame Vengeance doth he hurl on thee 
For falſe forſwearing, and for Murther too: 
Thou didſt receive the Sacrament. to fight 
In quarrel of the Houſe of Lancafter. 
1 Vil. And like a Traitor to the name of God, 
Didſt break that Vow, and with thy treacherous blade, 
Unrip dſt the Bowels of thy Soveraign's Sor. 
2 Vil. Whom thou waſt ſworn to cheriſh and defend. 
1 Vil, How canſt thou urge God's dreadful Law te us, 
When thou haft broke it in ſuch high degree? 
Clar, Alas! for whoſe fake did I that ill deed ? 
For Edward, for my Brother, for his fake. 
He ſends you not to murther me for this: 
For in that fin he is as deep as I. 
If God will be avenged for the deed, 


O know you yet, he doth it publickly, 
Take not the quarrel rom his powerful Arm 
He needs no indirect, or lawlets courſe, 
To cut off thoſe that have offended him. 
1 Vil. Who made thee then a blocdy Miniſter, 
B 5 nen 
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When gallant ſpringing brave Plantagenet, 
That Princely Novice, was ſtruck dead by thee ? 
Clar by Reethar'y Love, che Qavih, and! coy age, | 
1 Vil. Thy Brother's Love. our Duty, and thy Faults, 
Provoke us hither now. to ſlaughter thee. 
Clay. If you do love my Brother, hate not me: 
Im his Brother, and I love him well. 
It you are hir'd for meed, go back again, 
And 1 will fend you to my Brother Gloſter : 


Go you to him from me. 

1 Vil. Ay, fo we will. 

Clay. Tell him, when that our princely Father York, 
Ble ſt his three Sons with his victoricus Arm, 

He little thought of this divided Friendſhip: 
Bid Glo fer think on this, and he will weep. 

1 Vil, Ay, Milſtones; as he lefſon'd us to weep. . 

Clar. © do not {Lnder him, for he is kind. 

1 Fil. Right, as Snow in Harveſt : 

Come, you deceive your ſelf, 
Tis he that ſends us ca deſtroy you here. 

Clar. K cannot be, for he bewept my Fortune, 
And bugg d me in his Arms. and ſwore with ſobs, 
That he would labour my Delivery. 

1 Fil. Why ſe he doth, when he delivers you 
From this Earth's thraldom, to the Joys of Heav'r. 

2 Vil. Make peace with God, for you. muſt die, my Lord. 

Clary. Have you that holy feeling in your Souls, 
To counſel me to make my peace with God, 
Ard are you yet to your own Souls ſo blind, 
That you will War with God, by murd ting me? 
O Sirs, conſi der, oy that ſet you on 
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed. 

2 Vil. What ſhall we do ? 

Clar. Relent, and fave your Souls. 
Which of you, if you were a Prince's Son, 
Being pent from Liberty, as I am now, 
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If two ſuch Murtherers as your ſelves came to you, 
e Life, as you would beg 
= in my di 
Relent? no; * N r 
Cler 6 is beaſtly, ſavage, deviliſh. 
My Friend, I ſp oy ine ry ny on: 
O, if thine Eye Not 2 ” 
Come theu on my fide, nad intent for me; 
Prince what Beggar piries not? 
" behind you, my Lord. 
1 Vil, Take that, and that; if all this will not do, 
[Stabs him. 
Fil drown you > (2 -Butt within, [ Exit. . 
2 Vid. A bloody ſperately difpatcht : 
How fain, like Pilate, — my Hands 
Of this moſt grievous Murther. 
Enter firſt Villain. 
1 Fil. How now? what mean'ft thou that thou help'ſt . 
me not ? 
By Heav'n, the Duke ſhall know how flack you've been, 
2 Vil. 1 would he knew, that I had fav'd his Brother: 
Take then the Fee, and tell him what I fay, : 
For I repent me that the Duke is fliin, [Ex#A.” 
1 Vil. So do not I; go Coward as thou art. 
Well, III hide the y in ſome hole, 
Till that the Duke — for his Burial: 
And when I have my Meed, I will away; 
For this will out, and then? mult noe ay. [Exit. . 


ACT UL SCENE L 


uri. Eser King Edward fick, the Queen, Do- 
let, Rivers, ings, Catesby, Buckingham, 
and Wood. 


X. Edw. 


HY ſo; now have 1 done 2 good day's work. 
You Peers continue this united 
I every Day expect an Embaſſage 


From my Redeemer, to redeem me hence. 
And more in peace my Soul ſhall part to Heay'n, 
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Since I have made my Friends at peace on Earth; 
Haſtings ard Rivers, take each others hand, 
Diſſemble not your Hatred, ſwear yout Love. 
Riv. By Heav'n, my Soul is purg d from Hate, 
And with my Hand I ſeal my true Heart's 4 
Haſt. So thrive I, as I truly ſwear the like. 
K. Edw. Take heed you dally not before the King, 
Leſt he, that is the fupream King of Ki 
Confound your hidden falſhood, and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 


* 


what 
Queen. 
Our former hatred, fo thrive I and mine. 
r embrace him: Haſtings, love Lord Mar- 


Er 
: 
| 
: 
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K. Edw 


. Now Princely Buckingham, ſeal thou this League 
embracements to my Wife's Allies, 


me happy in your unity. 
your Grace, but with all duteous Love, [To the Jueen. 
Doth cheriſh you and yours, God punith me | 
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time 
, as we have 


To any in this Preſence, I defire 
To reconcile me to his Friendly Peace: 
'Tis death to me to be at Enmuty ; 
I hate it, and defire all good Mens love, 
Firſt, Madam, I intreat true peace of you, a 
Which 1 will purchaſe with my duteous Service. 
| Of you my noble Couſin Buckingham, ** 
| Geer 
| Of you, and you, Lord Rivers and of Dor/ſee, 
0 That all without deſert have frown'd on me: 
Of you Lord Woodvil, and Lord Scales of you, 
Dukes, Earls, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all. 
I do not know that Engliſhmas alive, 
Þ | With whom my Soul is any jot at odds, 
| More than the infant that is barn to night; 
| I thank my God for my Humility. 
Qcen. A Holy-day ſhall this be kept hereafter; 
I would to God all ftrifes were well com 
My Soveraign Lord, I do belecch your Highneſs 
To take our Brother Clarence to your Grace. 
Glo. Why, Madam, have 1 'd Love for this, 
TI To be ſo flouted in this Royal Preſence ? wa 


Who knows not that the gentle Duke is dead? 
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XK. Edw. Who knows not he is dead! 
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his red Colour hath forſook his Cheeks. 
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peace, my Soul is of Sorrow. 
riſe, unleſs your Highneſs hear me. 
once, what is it thou requeſt fl. 

Servant 's Life, 


the Duke of Norfolk. 
I a Tongue to doom my Brother's Death? 
Tongue give pardon to a Slave? 
kind no Man, his Fault was Thought, 
is puniſhment was bitter Death. 
to me for him? Who, in my 
my Feet; and bid me be advis'd ? 
of Brotherhood ? who ſpoke in love? 
me, how the poor Soul did forſake 
Warwick, and did fight for me ? 
"me, in the Field at Tewksb19y, 
n Oxford had me down, he reſcued me? 
laid, dear Brother live and be a Kiog ? 

me, when we beth lay in the Field, 
to death, how he did lap me 
Garments, and did give himſelf, 
and naked, to the numb cold Night ? 
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Def, Ay. my good Lord; and no Man in the preſence. 
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pluckt, and not a Man of you _ 0 
Bern ˖ 

your Carters. or waiting Vaſſals | 
a drunken ; and d 
Image of our dear Redeemer, | 
are on your Knees for Pardon, Pardon, 


juſtly too, muſt grant it you. 


bh 


FE 
75 


r 


TEN LED 
f 
: 
J 
D 


877 
34; | 
— 


F 
is. 


s of Raſhneſs: | 
How that the kindred-of the Queen _* See 
Look d pale, when they did hear of Clarence Death? 
O! they did urge it ſtill unto the King. | r 

God will revenge it. Come, Lords, will you go, 
To comfort Edward with our Company ? 


Buck. We wait upon your Grace. Brem. 
Enter the Dutcheſs of York, with the two Children of 
* * ns 7 


Son. Good Grandam tell ue, is our Father dead“), 
Dusch. No, Boy. 


Dang h. Why do you weep ſo oft ? and beat Breaſt > 
And cry, O Clarence! my unhappy Son! oo” 


Son. Why do you look on us, and ſhake your Head, 
And call us Orphans Wretches, Caſtaways, 
It that cur Noble Father were alive ? 


Dutch. Couſins, you miſtake me both, 
I do 1. E Seknen of 7 — King, 


As loth to loſe him, not your Father's Death; 
It were loſt Sorrow to wail one that's loſt. 
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me to wail and weep? 


d torment m 
againſt 
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y ſelf? 


my Soul, 
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patience ? 
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ragick Violence. 
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g is dead. 
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one falſe Glaſs, 
me when I ſee my Shame in 
Widow, yet thou art a Mother, 
And haft the comfort of thy Children lef?; 
But Death hath ſnatch'd my Husband from Arms, 
my feeble Hands, 
8 w * 
(Thine being but a moiety of my moan 
To over-go thy Woes, and drown thy Cries. 
Son. Ah Aunt! you wept not for our Father's Death; 
How can we 2id you with our Kindred Tears? 
Daugh. Our Fatherleſs diſtreſs was left unmoan'd, 
You Widow dolour likewiſe be unwept. 
Queen Give me no in Lamentation, 
I am not barren to bring forth Complaints: 
All Springs reduce their currents to mine Eyes, 
That I being govern'd by the watry Moon, 
May ſend forth plenteous Tears to drown the World. 
Ah, for my H —— for my dear Lord Edward =— 
Chil. Ah, for aur Father, for our dear Lord Clarence. 
Dutch. Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and Clarence. 
Queen. What ſtay had I. but Edward? and he's gone. 
Chil. Whot ſtay had we bat Clarence? and he's gone. 
Dutch. What ſtays had 1 but they? and they are gone. 
Deen. Vas never Widow had fo dear a 
Cixl. Were never had ſo dear a 
Dutch. Was never had fo dear a 
Alas! I am the Mother of theſe Griefs, 
Their Woes are parcell'd, mine is general. 
She for an Edward „ and 


| for a Clarence , fo doth not ſhe 


Pour all your Tears, I am your Sorrows Nurſe, 
And 1 will pamper it with Lamentation. 

Dorſ. Comtort, dear Mother; God is much diſpleas'd, 
That you take with unchanktulneſs bis doing. in 
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In common worldly Things tis call'd ungrate ful, 
With dull unwillingneſs to repay a Debt. | 
Which with a — bend. es kindly lent: 
Much more to be thus ſite with Heav'n, 
For it requires the Royal Debt it lent you. 

Rivers. Madam, bethink like a careful Mother 
Of the young Prince your fon; ſnd ſtraight for him, 
Let him be crown'd, in him comfort lives. 
Drown deſperate Sorrow in Edward's Grave, 

And plant your Joys in living Edward's Throne. 


I marvel 
Buck. 
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And may direct his courſe as pleaſe himſelt, - 
well the fear of harm, as harm apparent. 

my Opinion, ought to be prevented. 
Glo. 1 hope the King made Peace with all of us, 
And the is firm and true in me. 

Riv. And ſo in me, and fo, I chink, in all, 
vet ſince it is but green it ſhould be 
To no apparent likelihood of breach, 3 
Which by much Company mi 'd; . 
rs Pa; wich Noble Burkin- 2 * 
That it is meet fo few ſhould fetch the Prince. 

Glo. Then be it fo, and go we to determine 
Who they ſhall be that ſtreight ſhali poſt to London. 
Madam, and you my Siſter, will you go, 
To give your Cenſures in this Buſineſs? [ Exennt. 
[ Manent Buckingham and Glouceſter. 
Buck. My Lord, whoever journies to the Prince, 
For God's fake let not us two ſtay at heme; 
For by the way, I'll fort occaſion, 
As Index to the Story we lately talk d of, 
1 NE Ne Fred. 
My other ſelf, my CounſeP's Conſiſtory, 

My Oracle, my Prophet, my dear Coulin, 
I, as a Child, will go by thy «ireQion. 
Toward London then, for we'll not ſtay behind. [Ex. 


SCENE III. 


Enter one Citizen at one Door, and another at the other. 
2G, Goa * , Neighbour , whither oxvny fo fu” 
2 Cie. mi I hardly know m ; | 
rr N 

1 Cis. Yes, the King is dead. 

2 Cit. Ill News by'r Lady, ldom comes the better: 
| fear, I fear, twill prove a giddy World. 

Cit. N ** ſpeed. N 

3 Ct. Neig God 

0. Give you good morrow, Sir. 


F 


305. 


Cit. Doth the News hold of King Edward's Death? 
Ci. Ay, Sir, it is too true, help the while. 

Cie. Maſters look to ſee a troublous World. 
on. SI 
Cit. 


* 


is 2 
age, Counſel under him, 
ripened Years, himſelf 
then, and till then govern well. 

1 Cie. So ſtood the State when Henry the Sixth 
Was crown'd in Paris, but at nine Months old. 

3 Cit. Stood the State ſo? No, no, good Friends, God wot ; 
For then this Land was famouſly enrich'd 
With politick grave Counſel; then the King 
Had virtuous Uncles to protect his Grace. 

x Cit. Why ſo hath this both by his Father and Mother. 
30. Better it were they all came by his Father; 

Or by his Father there were none at all : 

For Emulation, who ſhall now be neareſt, 

Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not. 

O full of danger is the Duke of Glo fer, 

And the Queen's Sons, and Brothers, haught and proud 
And were they to be rul'd, and not to rule, 

This ſickly Land might ſolace as before. 

1 Cit, Come, come. we fear the worst, all will be well. 

3 Cit When Clouds are ſeen wiſe Men put on their Cloaks; 
When great Leaves fail, then Winter is at hand; 

When the Sun ſets, who doth not look for Night? 
Untimely Storms make Men expect a 
All may be well; bur if Gad fort it fo, 
"Tis more than we deſerve, or 1 

2 Cit. Truly the Hearts of Men are full of fear 
You cannot reaſon, almoſt, with a Man 
That looks not heavily, and full of dread. 

3 Cit. Before the days of Change, till is it ſo; 
J,. ine inſtinct _ Minds - —_ 
Purſuing Danger; as by proof we 
The Water ſwell before a boiſt rous Storm; 

But leave it all to God. Whither away ? 
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we were ſent for to the Juſtices. 


38 fed was I, Pll bear you Company. [Enn 
SCENE Iy. 


Arch. Laſt Night I heard 
And at Northampton they do 
To morrow or next day they will be Y: 
Dutch. 1 long with all my Heart to fee the Prince; 
] hope he is much grown laſt I faw him. 
Dueen. But | hear no, they ſay my Son of Terk 
Has aimoſt overtaken him in his growth. 
York. Ay, Mother, but I not have it ſo. 
Dutch. Why, my good Coulin, it is to grow. 
York. Grandam, one Night as we did fit at Supper, 
My Uncle Rivers talk d how I did grow 
More than my Brother. Ay, quoth my Uncle Glo er, 
Small Herbs have Grace, great Weeds do grow apace. 
And ſince, methinks I would not grow fo faſt, 
Becauſe ſweet Flowers are flow, and Weeds make haſt. 
Dutch. Gocd faith, good faith, the ſaying did not hold 
In him that did object the fame to thee, 
He was the wretched'ſt thing when he was young, 
So long a growing, and fo leiſurely, | 
That if his Rule were true, he ſhould be gracious. 
York. And ſo no doubt he is, my gracious Madam: 
Dutch. 1 hope he is, but yet let Mothers doubr. 
York. Now by my troth, if I had been remembred, 
I could have given my Uncle's Grace a flout 
To touch his growth, nearer than he touch'd mine. 
Durch. How, my young York? 
] prithee let me hear it. 
York. Marry, they ſay. my Uncle grew fo faſt, 
That he could gnaw a Cruſt at two Hours old; 
Twas full ewo Years ere I could get a Tooth. 
Grandam, this would have been a — eſt. 
Dutch. I prithee pretty York, who thec 1h';? 
York, Grandam, his Nurſe, 


Dutch. 
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Dutch. His Nurſe! why ſhe was dead ere then waſt born. 
York. If roreve notihe, I cannot cell who told we: 
Dutch. Good TT ir ngry With « Child. 
Queen. Pitchers bave Ears. 


e 


Sir Thomas Vaughan, Priſoners. 
"Who hath committed them ? 


be mighty Dukes. Glo fer and Buctting hams. 
n 


or 
Meſ. The ſum of all I can, I have diſclos d: 
wy or for what, the Nobles were committed, 
Is afl unknown to me, my gracious Lord. 
wees. Ah me! 1 fee the ruin of my Houſe; 
The Tiger now hath ſet'd the gentle Hind. 
Infulting Tyranny begins to jut 
Upon the — al wal Throne; 
Welcome Deſtruction, Blood and Maſlacre, 
I fee, as in a Map, the end of all. 
Durch. Accurſed and unquiet wrangling Days; 
How many of you have mine Eyes beheld ; 
My Husband his Life to get the Crown, 
And often up and down my Sons were toſt. 
For me to joy and weep, their gain and los. 
And being ſeated, and Domeſtick broils 
Clean over blown, themſelves, the Conquerors, 
Make War upon themſelves, Brother to Brother, 
Hod to Blood, Elf againſt ſelf: O prepoſt'rous 
And frantick Outrage! end thy damned Spleen, 
Or let me die, to look on Earth no more. 
Auen. Come, come, my Boy, we will to Sanctuary. 
Madam, fre wel. e 
Queen. 


Dutch. Stay, I will go with you. 
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Thought my Mother, and my Brother Tork, 
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' ACT IL SCENE I. 


Buck, Elcome {ſweet Prince to London, 
To your Chamber. 
Glo. Welcome dear Couſin, my thoughts Sovereign, 
The weary way hath made you Melancholy. 
| Prince. No, Uncle, but our croſſes on the Way 
Have made it tedious, weariſom and heavy. 
1 want more Uncles here to welcome me. 
Glo. Sweet Prince, the untainted Virtue of your Years 
Hath not yet div'd into the World's deceit: 
No more can you diſtinguiſh of a Man, 
Than of his outward ſhew, which, God he knows, 
Seldom or never jumpeth with the Heart. 
Thoſe Uncles which you want were dangerous : 
Your Grace attended to their ſuger d Words, 
But look d not on the poiſon of their Hearts: 
God keep you from them, and from ſuch falſe Friends. 
Prince. God keep me from falſe Friends, 
But they were none: 
Glo. My Lord, the Mayor of London comes to greet you. 
Euter Lord Mayor. 
Mayor. God bleſs your Grace with Health and Happy 


Prince. I thank you, good my Lord, and thank you all: 
Would 
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Would long ere this have met us on the way. 


Pie, what a ſlug is mgs, that he comes not 
To tell us, whether will come or no. 
Enter Lord Haſtings. 


come with me to meet your Grace, 
was perforce with-held. 

ie, what an indirect and Iſh courſe 
Is this of hers ? Lord Cardinal, will your Grace 
Perſuade the n 
Unto his princely Brother preſently? 
If ſhe deny, Lord Haſtings, you go with him, 
And from her jealous Arms pluck him per force. | 
Arch. My Lord of Buckingham, if my weak Oratory | 


Can from his Mother win the Duke of York, ] 
Anon expect him here; but if ſhe be obdurate 

To mild Entreaties, God forbid 

We ſhould infringe the holy Privilege 


\ 
E 
I 
gran b 
To thoſe whoſe dealings have deſerv'd the Place, I 
And thoſe who have the wit to claim the Place: 
This Prince hath never claim d it, nor deſerv d it, 
Therefore, in mine Opinion, cannot have it. 1 
Then taking him from thence that is not there, C 


Yau break no Privilege nor Charter there: 
Oft have I heard of Sanctuary Men, 
But Sanctuary Children, ne er till now. 
Arch. My Lord, you ſhall o er- rule my Mind for once. 
Come on, Lord H 1046 will you go with me? 


Haſt. | go, my Lord, [Exewr Archbiſhop and aftings; 
Frince. 


— 
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Prince. Good Lords, make all the ſreedy baſte you may- 
Say, Uncle Glo/fter, if our Brother come, 
Where ſhall we ſojourn till our Coronation ? 
Glo. Where it ſeems beſt unto your Royal ſelf. 
1: 1 may counſel you, ſome day or two 
Your Highneſs ſhall re you at the Tower : 
Then w ＋ . and ſhall be thought moſt fic 
For your beſt Health and Recreation. 
Prince. 1 do not like the Tower of any Place; 
Did Julius Ceſar build that Place, my Lord 

Fuck. He did, my gracious Lord, begin that Place, 
Which fince, ſucceeding Ages have re-edity'd. 

Prixce. Is it upon Record? or elſe reported 
Succeſſively from Age to Age he built it ? 

Buck, Upon Record, my gracious Lord. 

Frince. But ſay, my Lord, it vere not Repiſtred, 
Methinks the Truth ſhould live from Age to Age, 

As 'twere retail'd to all Poſterity, | 
Even to the general ending Day. 

Glo. So wile, ſo young, they fay do never live long. 

Prince. What ſay you, Uncle? 

Glo. I ſay, without Characters Fame lives long. a 
Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniquity, [Afide. 
I moralize two meanings in one Word. 

Prince. That Julius Ceſar was a famous Man; 
With what his Valour did enrich his Wit, 

His Wit ſet down to make his Valour live: 
Death makes no Conqueſt of his Conqueror ; 
For now he lives in Fame, though not in Lite, 
Pi] tell you what, my Conſin Backing k am. 

Buck. What, my gracious Lord? 

uy And if 1 live until I be a Man, 
vin our ancient Right in France again, 
Or die a Soldier, as 16a a King. 
Glo. Short Summers lightly have a forward Spring 
Enter York, Haſtings, and Archbiſhop. 

Buck. Now in good time, here comes the Duke of Yor. 

Prince. Richard of York, hows fares our Noble Brothe: 7 

York, Well, my dear Lord, fo muſt I call younow. 

Prince. Ay, Brother, to our Grief, as it is yours; 
You. V. ni f ws 
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Will to Mother, to entreat of her | 
To mart you ot the Thwey, and welcome you. 
York. What, will you go unto the Tower, my Lord? 
Prince. My Lord Protector will have it ſo. 
York. I ſhall not ſleep in quiet at the Tower. 
Tork. Marry, my Uncle Clarence angry Ghoſt: 
My Grandam told me, he was murther'd there. 
Prince. | fear no Uncles dead. 
Glo. Nor none that live, I hope: 
Prince. deer 
But come, my and with a heavy Heart, 
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 


[Exeunt Prince. York, ings and Doriet. 
Manens Glouceſter, nee and Gay 
Buck. Think you, my Lard, this little prating Tori 
Was not incenſed by his ſubtle Mother, 
To raunt and ſcorn you thus © | 
Glo. No doubt, no doubt: Oh 'tis a 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, ; 
He is all the Mother's, from the top to toe. 
Bact. Well, let them reſt: Come hither, Cazesby, 
Thou art ſworn as deeply to eſſect what we intend, 
As cloſely to conceal what we impart: 
Thou know'ſt our Reaſons urg d upon the Way; 
What think'ſt thou? is it not an eaſie Matter 
To Make liam Lord Haſtings of our Mind, 
For the laſtalment of this Nuble Duke, 
In the Scat Royal of this famous Ille? 
Cateſ. He tor his Father's ſike fo loves the Prince, 
That he will not be won to ought againſt him. 
Buck, What think*ſt thou then of Stanly? Will not he? 
Cateſ. He will do all in all as Haſtings doth. 
Buck, Well then, no more than this: 
, and as it were far off 
thou Lord Haſtings, 


? 


tlous Boy, 


| How he doth ſand aſſected to our Purpoſe, 
Aud ſummion him to Morrow to the Tower, 


To fit about the Coronation. 


_ If thou doſt find bim tractable to us, 


C 2 Encou- 
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Encourage him, and tell him all our Reaſons: 

If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 

Be thou fo too, and fo break off the Talk, 

And give us notice of his Inclination : 

For we to Morrow hold divided Councils, 

Wherein thy ſelf ſhalt highly be employ'd. 
G.. Commend me to Lord William; tell him, Cateby, 

His ancient Knot of dangerous Adverſaries 

To morrow are let Blood at Pomſret Caſtle, | 

And bid my Lord, for joy of this good News, | 

Give Miſtreſs Shore one gentle Kiſs the more. | 
Buck. Good Catecby, go, effect this Buſineſs ſound] y. 
Cateſ. My good Lords both, with all the heed I can. 
Glo. Shell we hee from you. Catesby, ere we ſleep? 
Cate You ſhall, my Lord. 
Glo. At Creby Houſe there you ſhall find us both. 
Buck. Now, my Lord. Exit Catesby, 

W hat ſhall we do, if we perceive 

Lord Haſtings will not yield to our Complots ? 
Glo. Chop off his Head: 

Something we will determine: 

And look when I am King, claim thou of me 

The Earldom of Hereford, and all the Moveables 

Whereof the King, my Brother, was poſſeſt. 
Back. \'1} claim that promiſe at your Grace's Hand. 
Glo. And look to have it yielded with all kindneſs. 

F Come, let us ſup berimes, afterwards 

We may Ccigeſt our Complots in ſome form. [ Exenant. 


SCENE II. 


Eurer a Meſſenger to the Door of Haſtings. 
Mef. My Lord, my Lord. 
Haſt. Who knocks? 
Meſ. One from the Lord Stanly. 
Haſt. What is't a Clock? 
Meſ. Upon the ſtroak of tour. 
Enter Lord Haſtings. 
Haſ?. Cannot my Lord Stanly ſleep theſe tedious Nights? / 
Meſ. So it appears by what I have to ſay: ö 
Fuſt, he commends him to your noble Self, 
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Haſt. What then ? : 8 
Mef. Then certifies your Lodſhip, that this Night 
He dreamt the Boar had raſed off his Helm: 
Beſides, he ſays there are two Councils kept; 
And that may be determin'd at the one, 
Which may make you and him to rue at tio other. 
Therefore he ſends to know your Lordſhip's pleaſure, 
If you will preſently take Horſe with him, 
And with all ſpeed poſt with bim towards the North, 
To ſhun the danger that his Soul divines. 
Haſt. Go Fellow, go, return unto thy Lord, 
Bid hiny not fear the ſeparated Council 
His Honour and my ſelf are at the one; 
And at the other is my good Friend Cates; 
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth ur, 
Whereof I ſhall not have Intelligence: 
Tell him his Fears are ſhallow without inſtance; 
And for his Dreams, I wonder he's fo fimple 
To truſt the mock'ry of unquiet Slumbers. 
To fly the Boar, before the Boar purſues, 
Were to incenſe the Boar to follow us, 
And make purſuit where he did mean no chaſe, 
Go, bid thy Maſter riſe and come to me, 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where he ſhall ſee the Boar will uſe us kindly. 
Me. L go, my Lord, and tell him what you fay. ¶ Exir. 
" Enter Catesby. 
Cate. Many good morrows to my Noble Lord. 
Haſt. Good morrow, Cate:by, you are early ſtirring : 
What News, what News in this our tot'cing State? 
Cateſ. It is a reeling World indeed, my Lord; 
And I believe will never ſtand upright, 
'Till Richard wear the Garland of the Realm. 
Haſft. How! wear the Garland? 
1 mean the Crown ? 
Ay, m good Lord. 
Haft. I'll have this Crown of mine cut from my Shoulders, 
Retore II ſee the Crown fo foul miſplac'd ; 
But canſt thou gueſs that he doth aim at it? 


Cateſ. Ay, on my Life, and hopes to find you forward 
1 C3 Upon 
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This ſudden ſtab of Rancos I miſdoubt, 
Pray God, I fay, I prove a needleis Coward. 
What, ſhall we toward the Tower? the Day is ſpent. 

Haſh. Come, come, have with you: 
Wot he what, my Lord, 
To day, the s you talk of are beheaded. 

Stan. They ſor their Truth, might better wear their Heads, 
Than ſome that have accus'd them wear their Hats. 
Bur, come, my Lord, let's away. 

Enter 4 Purſurvant.. 
Haft. Ge on before, “ talk with this good Fellow. 
[ Exenne Lord Stanley and Catesby. 

How now, — _ goes the Warld _— 
Parſ. The better, that your Lordſhip pleaſe to 
Haff. | tell thee Man, tis better with me now, 
Than when thou metiſt me laſt where now we meet; 
Then was | going Priſoner to the Tower, 
By the Suggeſtion of the Queen's Allies. 
But now I tell thee. keep it to thy ſelf, 
This Day thoſe Enemies are put to 
And I in better State than e er I was. 
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Haft. Nay, like enough, for I'll ſtay Dinner there. 
Bruck. And Supper too, altho thou know'lt it not. | Aſ de. 
Come, will you go? 


PII wait upon your Lordſhip. [ Exennt, 
SCENE III. 
Enter Sir Richard Ratcliff, with Halberdi, carrying the 
Noble; to Death at Pomfret. 


Riv. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this, 
To day ſhalt thou behold a Subject die 
For Truth, for Duty, and for Loyalty. 
Gray. God bleſs the Prince from all the pack of you, 
A Knot you are of damned Blood - ſuckers. 
Vuagb. You live that ſhall cry wo for this hereafter. 
Rur. Diſpatch, the limit of your Lives is out. 
Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret! O thou bloody Priſon! 
Fatal and ominous to Noble Peers. 
Within the guilty cloſure of thy Walls 
Richard the Second here was hackt to Death: 
And far more ſlander to thy diſmal Seat, 
We give to thee our gui Blood to drink. | 
Gray. Now Margaret's Curſe is faln upon our Heads, 
When ſhe exclaim'd on Haſtings, you and l. 
For ſtanding by, when Richard ſtab'd her Son. 
Riv. Then curs'd ſhe Richard, 
Thea curs'd ſhe 
Then curs'd ſhe Haſtings. O remember God 
To hear her Prayer for them, as now for us: 
As for my Sitter and her Princely Sons, 
Be ſatisfy d, dear God. with our true Blood, 
Which, as thou know'ſ, unjuſtly muſt be ſpilt. 
Rat. Make haſte, the hour of Deach is now expit d. 
Riv. Come Gray, come Vaughan, let us here embrace; 
Farewel, until we meet again in Heaven. [ Zxeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 


Enter Buckingham, Derby, Haſtings, Biſhop of Ely, Nor- 
folk, Rarchiff, Lovel, with others, at a Tavis. 
E. . Now Noble Peers, the cauſe why we are met 

Is to determine of the Coronation: 

In God's Name {| when is the Royal Day? 

Buck. Are all things ready for the Royal time? 
Derby. They are, _ 752 but — 
To Morrow then I } a Day. 
Bk. Who knows the Lord Protecor's Mlind herein 7 

Who is moſt inward with the Noble Duke? 

Ely. Vour Grace, we ink, ſhould ſooneſt knovy his Mind. 
Buck. We know each others Faces; for our Hearts, 

He knows no more of mine than I of yours, 

Or 1 of his, my Lord, than you of mine: 

Lord Haſtings, you and he are near in Love. 

Haff. I thank his Grace, I know he loves me well: 

But for his purpoſe in the Coronation, 

] have not founded him, nor he deliver'd 

His gracious pleaſure any way therein: 

But you, my Honourable Lord, may rame the time, 

And in the Duke's behalf ll give my Voice, 

Which I preſume he] take in gentle 

Enter Glouceſter, 
Eh. In happy time here comes the Duke himfſclf. 
Glo. Ny Noble Lords and Couſins all, good morrow ; 

] have been a long ſleeper ; but I truſt | 

My abſence doth neglect no great deſign, 

Which by my preſence might have been concluded. 
Buck, Had you not come upon your Cue, my Lord, 
lam J. ord Haſtings had pronounc'd your part, 

I mean your Voice ter crowning of the King. 

Glo. Than my Lord Hafling: no Man might be bolder, 

His Lordſhip knows me well and loves me well. 

My Lord of Ely, when 1 was laſt in Helbowrn, 

I {zw good Strawberries ia yuur Garden there, 

I do beſcech you fend for ſome ot them. 


Cy Ely. 
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Dey prolong'd. 
Ely. Where is 4 
1 — and ſmooth 
His Grace y this Morning, 
's fome Conceit or other likes him well 
he bids Good-morrow with ſuch Spirit. 
Man in Chriſtendom 


I bear your Grace, my Lord, 
moſt forward in this Princely preſerice, 
wholor'ee they be. 
5 
yes the wi of their Evi 
CDG, ds mine ao 
ing wither'd up: 
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Enter Glouceſter and Buckingham in ruffy Armour, mar- 
| wvellons ill fa vour d 
2 mes hy eoleve 
—— ——ů— of a W 
A I md ed wich Terror? 
Buck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep Tragedian, 
and pry on every fide, 
and at wagging of a Straw : 
Int ending deep Suſpicion, ghaſtly Looks 
at my Service, like enforced Smiles; 


But what, is Cazesby gone? 
Glo. He is, and ice he brings the Mayor along. 
Enter the Lord Mayor and Catesby. 


Glo. Look back. defend there, here ate Enem es. 
Buck. God and our Innocency defend and guard vs. 
Enter Lovel and Ratcliff with Haſtiugs's Head. 
Glo. Be patient, they are Friends; Rarciiff and Lovel. 
Lov. Here is the Head of that ignoble Traitor, 
The dangerous and unſuſpeaed Haſtings. 
G0. So dear | lov'd the Man that I muſt weep: 
I took him for the plaineſt harmleſs Creature 
That breath'd upon the Earth, a Chriſtian: 
Made him my Book, wherein my Soul recorded 
The Hiſtory of all her ſecret Thoughts; 
So ſmooth he daub'd his Vice with ſhew of Virtue, 
That his apparent Guilt omitted, 
I mean his Con ion with Shore's Wife, 
He liv'd from all attainder of ſuſpects. 
. Buck. Well, well, he was the covert'ſt ſhelcer'd Traitor 
That ever liv'd. 
Would you imagine, or almoſt believe, 


Wer't 
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Wer't not. that by great preſervation 
We live to tell 85 that the ſubtle Traitor 
This Day had plotted, in the Council-houſe, 

To murther me and my good Lord of Gloſter. 

Mayor. Had he done fo? * 

Glo. What! think you we are Turks or Infidels ? | 
Or that we would, againſt the form of Law, 

Proceed thus raſhly in the Villain's Death, 

But that the extream peril of the Caſe, 

The Peace of England, and our Perſons Safety 
Enforc'ꝗ us to this Execution. 

Mayor. Now fair befall ou he deſery'd his death. 
And your good Graces both have well proceeded. 

To warn falſe Traitors from the like Attempts. 

Buck. | never look'd for better at his Hands, 
Atter he once fell in with Miſtreſs Shore: 

Yet bad we not determin'd he ſhould die 

Until your Lordſhip came to fee his end, 

Which now the loving haſte of _ our Friends, 
Somethn inſt our meanings prevented; 
— 1 1 would have had you heard 
The Traitor ſpeak, and timorouſly confeſs 

The manner and the purpoſe of his Treaſons 
That you might well have fignify'd the ſame 
Uato the Citizens, who haply may 

Miſconſtrue us in him, and wail his Death. 

Mayor. But, my good Lord, your Grace's Words ſhall 
As well as I had ſcen and heard him ſpeak: | terve, 
Aud do not doubr, right Noble Princes both, 

But I'll acquaint our duteous Citizens, 
With all your juſt Proceedings in this Caſe, 

Gl». And to that end we wiſh'd your Lordſhip here, 
Tavoid the Cenſures of the carping World. 

Buck. Which fince you come too late of our intent, 
_ witneſs what you hear we did 7 | 
And ſo, m Lord Mayor, we bid fare wel. [ Ex. Mayor 

Glo. Go — after, — Buckingham 0 
r The Mayor towards Guud- Hall hies him in all poſt: 

There, at your meereſt vantage of the time, 
Ipter the Baſtardy of Edward's Children, 


Tel) 


— 


[Exit. 
Lenne, 


[Exit Buckingham. 
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His Tyranny for Trifles, his own 
As being got, your Father then in France, 
And his reſemblance, being not like the Duke. 
Withal. I did infer your Lincaments, 
Being the right Idea of your Father, 
Both in your Form and Nobleneſs of Mind. 
Laid all your Victories in Scotland. 
Your Diſcipline in War, Wiidom in Peace, 
Your Bounty, Virtue. fair Humility : 
Indeed left nothing fitting for your Purpoſe 
Uctoucht, or flightly handled in Diſcourſe. 
And when my Oratory grew toward end, 
] bid them that did love their Country's good, 
Cry God fave Richard, England's Royal King. 
Glo. And did they ſo? 
Buck. No, ſo God help me, they ſpake not a Word, 
But like dumb Statues or unbreathing Stones, 
Star d each on other, and look d deadly pale: 
Which when 1 ſaw, I reprehended them, 
And ask d the ＋ what meant this wilful ſilence ? 
His anſwer was, the People were not uled 


To 


8 — 


again: | 
Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr'd, 
But nothing ſpoke in warrant from himſelf. 
When he had done, ſome Followers of mine own, 
At lower end of the Hall, hurl'd up their Caps, 
And ſome ten Voices cry d, God fave King Richard: 
And thus I took the vantage of choſe few. 
le Citizens and Friends, quoth I. 
, and chearful Shout, 


Mayor is here at band; intend ſome fear, 
Be not you ſpoke with, but by mighty ſuit; 
And look you get a Prayer-Book in your Hand, 
And ſtand between two Churchmen, good my Lord, 
For on that ground I'll make a holy Deſcant: 
And be not eaſily won to our Requeſts, 
Play the Maid's part, ſtill anſwer nay, and take it. 
Glo. I go: And if you plead as well for them, 
As I can fay nay for thee to my felt, 
No doubt we bring it to a happy Iſſue. [Exit Glo. 
Buck. Go, go up to the Leads, the Lord Mayor knocks» 
Enter Lord Mayor and Citizens. 
Welcome my Lord. I dance attendance here, 
I think the Duke will not be ſpoke withal. 
Enter Catesby. 
Buck. Now Cate:by, what ſays your Lord tomy Requeſt ? 
Cateſ. He doth intreat your Grace, my noble Lord, 
To vilit him to Morrovy, or next Day; 
He is within, with two right Reverend Fathers, 
Dwinely bent to Meditation, 
And in no worldly Suits would he be moy'd, 
To draw — from his holy Exerciſe. 
Buck. Return, good Catezby, to the ious Duke, 
Tell him, my fit, the Mayor and am 
In deep Deſigns, in matter of great Moment, 


No 
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No leſs importing than our general Good, 

Are come to have ſome conference with his Grace. 
Cateſ. I'll fignifie ſo much unto him ſtraight. [ Exit. 
Buck. Ah ha, my Lord, this Prince is not an Ed ard, 

He is not lulling on a lewd Love-Bed, 

But on his Knees at Mediration : 

Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans, 

Put meditating with two deep Divines: 

Not ſleeping, to engroſs his idle Body, 

But praying. to enrich his watchtul Soul. 

Happy were England, would this virtuous Prince 

Take on his Grace the Soveraignty thereof, 

But fure I fear we ſhall not win him to it. 

Mayor. Marry, God defend, his Grace ſhould ſay us nay. 
Buck. 1 fear he will; here Catesby comes again. 
Enter Catesby. 

Now Catesby, what ſays his Grace? 

Cateſ. He wonders to what end you have aſſembled 

Such Troops of Citizens to come to him. 

His Grace not being warn'd thereof before : 

He fears, my Lord, you mean no good to him. 

Puck. Sorry I am, my noble Couſin ſhould 

Suſpect me, that I mean no good to him: 

By Heav'n, we come to him in perfect Love, 

And fo once more return, and tell his Grace. ¶ Exit Catel, 

When holy and devout Religious Men d 

Are at their Beads, tis much to draw them thence, 

So ſweet is zealous Contemplation. 

Enter Glouceſter above. between two Biſhops. 
Mayor. See where his Grace ſtands 'tween þ 
Buck. Two Props of Virtue, for a Chriſtian Prince, 

To ſtay him from the fall of Vanity: 

And ſee a Book of Prayer in his Hand, 

no 1 — to know a holy Man. 

amous Plantagenet, moſt gracious Prince, 

Lend favourable Ear to our requeſts, 

And pardon us the interruption 

Of thy Devotion and right Chriſtian Zeal. 

Glo. My Lord, there needs no ſuch Apology; 

| do beleech your Grace to pardon me, FR 
— Who 


's Eye, 


in the City 


Buck Know then, it is your 


Throne 


Or lowly Factor, for 


another's gain; 
from Blood ro Blood, 


ly, 
Birth, y. 


But as ſucceſſive 
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Tongue-ty'd Ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear t — — 
Which fondly you would here 1 on me. 
If to reprove you for this ſuit of yours, 

So ſeaſon'd with your faithful Love to me, 
Then on the ether fide I check'd my Friends. 
Therefore to ſpeak, and to avoid the firſt, 
And then in ſpeaking, not to incur the laſt, 
Definitively thus I anſwer you. 

Your on my 12 bur my deſerd 
Unmerit:ble, ſhuns your high reque 

Firſt, if all Obſtacles were 2 a Way, 

And that my Path were even to the Crown, 
As the ripe Revenue, and due of Birth; 

Yet ſo much is my poverty of Spirit, 

So mighty, and ſo many my Defects, 

That | would rather hide me from my Greatnels, 
Being a Bark to brook no mighty Sea; 

Than in my Greatneſs covet to be hid, 

And in the Vapour of my Glory ſmother'd. 

But God be thank' d, there is no need of me, 
And much I need to help you, were there need: 
The Royal Tree bach lefe us Royal Fruit, 

Which mellow'd by the ſtealing hours of time, 
Will well become the Scat of — 22 

And make us, no doubt, happy by his Reign: 
On him 1 lay that, you would lay on me, 
The Right and Fortune of his happy Stars, 
Which God defend that 1 ſhould wring from him. 

| Buck, My Lord, this argues Conſcience in your Grace, 
But the reſpects thereof are nice, and trivial, | 
All Circumſtances well conſidered. 

You ſay, that Edward is your Brother's Son, 
232 but not by Edward's Wife: 

For firſt was he contract to Lady Lacy, 

Your Mother lives a Witneſs to his Vow, 

And afterward by Subſtitute betroth'd 

To Bous, Siſter to the King of France. 

Theſe both put off, a poor Petitioner, 

A Care-craz'd Mother to a many Sons, 
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A Beauty-waining, and diſtreſſed Widow, 
1 Days, 
Made prize and purchaſe of his wanton Eye, 
Seduc'd the pitch, and height of his Degree, 
To baſe fion, and loath'd Bigamy. 
By her, in his unlawful Bed, he got =p 
This Edward, whom our Manners call the Prince, 
More bitterly could I expoſtulate, 
Save that for reverence of ſome alive, 
I give a ſparing limit to my Tongue. 
Then, good my Lord, take to your Royal Self 
This proffer d benefit of Dignity: 
It not to bleſs us, and the Land withal, 
Yet to draw forth your noble Anceſtry 
From the corruption of abuſing times, 
Unto a Lineal true derived Courſe. 
Mayor. Do, my Lord, your Citizens intreat you, 
Buck. Refuſe not, mighty Lord, this proffer d Love. 
Cateſ. O make them joyful. grant their lawful Suit. 
Glo. Alas, why would you heap this Care on me? 
I am unfit for State, and Majeſty: 
1 do beſeech you take it not amiſs, 
] cannot, nor 1 will not yield to 
Buck. If you refuſe it, as in love and zeal, 
Loath to depoſe the Child your Brother's Son, 
As well we know your Tenderneſs of Hcart, 
— — kind, effeminate remorſe, 
Which we have noted in you to your Kindred, 
And equally indeed to all Eſtates : 
Yet know, where you accept our Suit, or no, 
Your Brother's Son ſhall never reign our King, 
But we will plant ſome other in the Throne, 
To the diſgrace and down-fall of your Houſe: 
And in this reſolution here we leave you. 
Come Citizens, we will intreat no mord. [ Exeum. 
Cateſ. Call him again, ſweet Prince, accept their Suit: 
If you deny them, all the Land will rue it. 
Glo. Will you inforce me to a World cf Cares? 
Call them again, I am not made of Stones, 
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But penetrable to kind Entreaties, 
Albeit againſt =y Cutie and my Soul. 
Enter Buckingham and the reſt. 

Couſin of Buckingham, and ſage, grave Men, 
Since you will buckle Fortune on my Back, 
To bear her Burthen, whether I will or no, 
1 muſt have patience to endure the Load : 
But if black Scandal, or foul-fac'd Reproach, 
Attend the ſequel of your Impoſition, 
Yuur meer enforcement ſhall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ſtains thereof, 
For God doth know, and you may partly fee, 
How far Il am from the deſire of this. 

Mayor. God bleſs your Grace, we ſee it, and will ſay it. 

Glo. In ſaying fo, you ſhall but ſay the truth. 

Buck. Then 1 falute you with this Royal Title, 
9 live King Richard, Englands worthy King. 

Amen. 

Buck. To- Morrow may it pleaſe you to be Crown d. 

Glo, Even when you pleaſe, tor you will have it ſo. 

Buck. To- Morrow then we will attend your Grace, 
And ſo moſt joy fully we take our leave. 

Glo. Come, let us to our holy Work again. 
Farewel my Couſins, farewel gentle Friends. [ Exeunt 


—— 


—_—_— — _ 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 


Enter the Queen, Anne Dutcheſs of Glonceſter, the Dutche/: 
of York, and Marque/s of Dorſet. 


Dutch. HO meets us here ? 

My Neice Plantagenet, 

Led in the Hand of her kind Aunt of Glo fer? 
Now, for my Lite, ſhe's wandring to the Tower, 
On pure Heart's Love, to greet the tender Prince. 
Daughter, well met. W 


a dear Madam ; by your Patience, 
I may not ſuſſer you to viſit them; 
The King hath ſtrictly charg'd the contrary. 
The King? whc's that? 
Lien. I mean the Lord Protector. 
The Lord protect him from that Kingly Title, 

Hath he ſet bounds between their love, and me? 

I am their Mother, who ſhall bar me trom them? 
Dutch. 1 am their Father's Mother, I will fee them. 
Anne. Their Aunt 1 am in Law, in love their Mother 

Then bring me to their Sights, Vil bear thy blame, 

And take thy Office from thee, on my Peril. 

Lien No, Madam, no, I may not leave it fo: 
I am bound by Oath, and therefore pardon me. ¶ Exi Lien 
Enter Stanley. 
Sean Let me but meet you Ladies one hour hence, 
And Fil falute your Grace of York as Mother, 
And reverend looker on of two fair Queens. 


Or elle l ng News. 

Anne. Delpigbctul tidings, O un News ! 

Dorſ Be of good Chear : ——ä—ũ——— =o OO 
Leen. O Dorſet, peak not to me, get thee gone, 

Death and Deſtruction dogs thee at thy Heels, 

Thy Mother's Name is ominous to Children. 

If thou wilt out-lrip Death, go croſs the Seas, 


And 
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2 — voided Eye is Murtherous. 


, come, I in all haſte was ſent. 
p< And yr with all unwillingneſs will go. 

O would to God, that the inclubve Verge 

Of Golden Metal, that muſt round my Brow, 

Were red hot Steel, to ſear me to the Brains. 

Anointed let me be with deadly Venom, 

And die e er Men can ſay. ſave 


Go, go, poor Soul, I envy not th Glory, 
> ems wi fit no heres, 


Ame. Not why? When he thats m | Husband now, 


Came to me, as I 1 


When ſcarce the Blood was w waſt's from his Hands, 


Which iſſued from my other Husband, 
And thai dear Saint, which then 1 weeping follow'd: 
O when, he lg wo hap yy ye 
This was my Wiſh; Be thou, quoth l, accurſt, 
For making me, ſo young, ſo old a Widow: 

and whes than welth, let Sorrow haunt thy Bed; 
And be thy Wife, if any be ſo mad, 


More miſerable, by the Life of thee, 


Than thou haſt made me, by my dear Lord's Death. 
Loe, cer I can repeat this Curſe 


Within fo ſmall a time, my Woman's Heart 

— ew Ca 12 to his Honey words, 
——_ ov the jet of mine own Soul's Curſe ; 

. hicherto bath held mine Eyes from reſt : 


| 


For 
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But with bis timorous Dreams was ſtill awak'd. 
Beſides, he hates me for my Father Warwick, 
And will, no doubt, ſhortly be rid of me. 
Poor Heart, adieu, I pity thy . 
Arne. No more than with my Soul I mourn for yours, 
Dorſ. Farewel, thou wotul welcomer of Glory. 
Anne. Adieu, poor Soul, that tak ſt thy leave of it. 
Dutch. Go thou to Richmond, and good Fortune guide 
thee, [ To Dorſet. 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels tend thee, [To Anne. 
Go thou to Sanctuary, and good Thoughts poſſeſs thee, 82 
| [To the Queen. 
I to my Grave, where Peace and Reſt lye with me. 
Eighty odd Years of Sorrow have I ſeen, 
And each Hours joy wrack'd with a Week of teen. 
Queen. Stay, yet look back, with me, unto the Tower. 
Piry, you ancient Stones, thoſe tender Babes. Ar 
Whom Envy hath immur'd within your Walls, Th 
Rough Cradle for ſuch little pretty ones, | 
Nurſe, old ſullen Play-fellow, 


Rude 


For tender Princes; uſe my Babies well; 
So fooliſh Sorrow bids your Stones fare vel. [ Exennt. © | 
SCENE u. * 

; 8 WI 
Flowuriſh of Trumpets. Enter Glouceſter as King,. Bucking- 
ham, Catesby, Ratcliff and Lore e 2 


K. Rich. Stand all apart Couſin of Buckingham —— þ 
Buck. My gracious Soveraign. 
K. Rich. Give me thy Hand. Thus high by thy advice, 
And thy aſſiſtance, is King Richard ſeated : 
But ſhall we wear theſe Glories for a Day? 
Or ſhall lat, and we rejoice in them? 
Buck. Still live they, and for ever let them laſt. 
K. Rich. Ah Buckingham, now do | play the Touch, 
To try if thou be current Gold indeed: 
Young Edward lives think now what I would ſpeak. 


Buck, Say da, my loving Lord. 
K. Rich, Voz 


7. 
Ide deep revolving witty 
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K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I ſay I would be King. 
Buck. Why fo you are, my thrice renowned Lord. 
K. Rich. Ha! am | King ? cis ſo but Edward lives 
Buck. True, noble Prince. 
K.Rich. O bitter Conſequence ! 
That Edward fill ſhould live True noble Prince. 
Couſin, thou walt not wont to be ſo dull. 
Shall I be plain? 1 wiſh the Baſtards dead, 
And 1 would have it ſuddenly perform d. 
What fay't thou now :? ſpeak ſuddenly, be brief. 
Buck. Your Grace may do your Pleaſure. 
K. Rich, Tut, tut, thou art all Ice, thy kindneſs freezes: 
Say, have I thy conſent, that they ſhall die? 
Buck. Give me ſome little breath, ſome pauſe, dear Lord, 
Before I poſitively ſpeak in this: 
I will reſolve you herein preſently. Exit Buckingham, 
Cateſ. The King is angry, fee he gnaws his Lip. 
K. Rich. 1 will converſe with lron-witted Fools, 
And unreſpective Boys; none are for me, 
That look into me with conſiderate Eyes, 
—— Buckingham grows circumſpect. 


** 

Page. My Lord. 

X. Rich, Kuow'ſt thou not any, whom corrupting Gold 
Will tempt uato a cloſe exploit of Death? 

Page. | know a dilcontented Gentleman, 
Waoie humble means match not his haughty Spirit: 
2 were as good as — Orators, 

will, no doub', tem im to any thing. 

K. Rich. What is his Name ? F 

Page, His Name, my Lord, is Tirrel. 

K.Kich, I partly know the Man; go call him hither, 
Bo [Exit, 


No more ſhall be the Neighbour to my Counſels. 
Hath he fo long held out with me untir'd, 
And ſtops he now for Breath? Well, be it ſo. 
Enter Stanley. 
How now, Lord Stanley, whai's the News ? 
a 3— my loving 11 the Marquis Dorſec, 
L. V. 
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Ts 
that did found me in. 
FI Dorſet is fled to Richmond. 
. News, my Lord. 


Did Propheſie, that Richmond ſhould be King, 
When Richmond was a little peeviſh Boy. 


AK; 
RE Tetra ae dio net.cn Be. | 
K. Rich. Thou troubleſt me, I am not in the Vein. Exit. 
Buck. And is it thus? s he my Service 

With ſuch contempt ? I him King for this? 

O let me think on Haſtings, and be gone 

To Brecnock, while my tearful Head is on. Exit. 

Enter Tirrel. 


* uv ** 
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That from the prime Creation e er ſhe framed. 

Hence both are gone with Conſcience and Remorſe, 

They could not ſpeak, and fo I left them both, 

To — theſe Tydings to the bloody King. 

| Enter King Richard. 

And here he-comes. All health, my Sovereign Lord. 
K. Rich. Kind Tirrel —— am I happy in thy News? 
Tir. If to have done the thing you gate in charge 

Beget your happineſs, be happy theo, 

For it is done. 

K. Rich. But did'@t thou ſee them dead? 

Tir. I did, my Lord. 

K. Rich. And buried, gentle Tirre! ? 

Tir. The Chaplain of the Tower hath buried them, 
But where, to ſay the Truth, I do not know. 

K. Rich. Come to me Tirrel ſoon, ſoon after Supper, 
When thou ſhalt tell the proceſs of their Death. | 
Mean time but think how I may do thee good, 
And be Inheritor of thy deſire. 

Farewel till then. 

Tir. I humbly take my leave. 

K Rich. The Son of Clarence have I pent up cloſe, 
His Daughter meanly have I match'd in Marriage, 

The Sous of Edward ſlcep in Abraham's Boſom, 

And Ame my Wite hath bid this World good Night. 

Now, fur | know the Briton Richmond aims 

At young Elizabeth my Brother's Daughter. 

And by that knot looks proudly on the Crown, 

To her go I, a jolly thriving Wooer. 

| Enter Ratclifl. 

Rat. My Lord. 


K Rich Good or bad News, that thou com” ty fo 
Rat. Bad News, my Lord, Marton is fled to Rich 
And Buckingham, backt with the hardy Meiſhinen, 
Is in the Field, and ſtill his Power enctcaſeth. 
K Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more near, 
Than Buckingham and his raſh levicd Strength. 
Come, I have karn'd that teartul commenting 
Is leaden Servitor to dull delay, 


Delay leads impotent and Snail 'd-pa-'d Beggary - 


T hes 


* 
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E 1 * be * . v 
Rn ban — Herald for \ King: 


Go muſter Men; my Council is my Shield, ; 
We muſt be briet, when Traitors brave the Field. [Exe. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Queen Margaret. 1 
Mar. So now Proſperity begins to ow, 
AT into the —7 of Death: 
Here in theſe Confines lily have 1 lurk, 
To watch rhe waining of mine Enemies. 
A dire Induction am I witneſs to, 
And will to France, hoping the C gence 
Wil! prove as bitter, black and tragical. 
Withdraw thee wretched Margaret, who comes here? 
Enter Dutcheſs and Queen. 
Queen. Ah my poor Princes! ah my tender Babes! 
My unblown Flowers, new appearing Sweets: 
It yet your gentle Souls fly in the Air, 
And be not fixt in doom perpetual, 
Hover about me with your airy Wings, 
And hear your Mother's Lamentation. 
2 Mar. Hover about her, fay, that right for right 
Hath dimm'd your infant Morn to aged Night. 
Dutch. So many miſeries have craz'd my Voice, 
That my woe-wearied Tongue is ſtill and mute. 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead? 
©. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet. 
Edward tor E. ward pays a dying Debt. 
Leen. Wilt thou, O God. A; from ſuch gentle Lambs, 
And throw them in the Intrails of the Wolt ? 
Why didſt thou fleep when ſuch a Deed was done? 
2 Mar. When Holy Henry dy'd, and my fweer Son. 
Dutch, Dead Life, blind Sight, poor mortal living Ghoff, 
Woes Scene, Worlds ſhame, Graves due, by Life ufurp*, 
Brief abſtract and record of tedious Days, | 
Reſt thy unreſt on England's lawful Earth, 
Unlawtully made drunk with innocent Blood. 


Dneen, Ah that thou wouldſt as foon afford a Grave 
53 As 
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As thou canft yield a melancholly Seat; 
Then would 2 Bones, not reſt them here. 
Ah who hath any cauſe to mourn but we? 
LY. Mar. If ancient Sorrow be moſt reyereat, 
Give mine the benefit of Signeury ; 
Ard let my Griefs frown on the upper band, 
It Sorrew can admit Society. 
{ had an Edward till a Richard kill'd him: 
i had a Husband *cill a Richard kill'd him: 
Thou had'ſt an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him : 
Thou had'ſt a Richard till a Richard kill'd him. 
Dutch. I had a Richard too, and thou didſt kill him 
1 had a Rutland too, thou holp'ſt to kill him. hu 
©. Mar. Thou hadſt a Clarence too, and Richard kill 'd him. 
From forth the kennel of thy Womb hath crept 
A Hellhound, that doth hunt us all to Death: 
That Dog, that had his Teeth before his Eyes, 
To worry Lambs, and lap their gentle Blood ; 
ke foul defacer of God's . 
That reigns in gauled Eyes of weeping i 
That excellent — Tyrant of the Earth, 
=p Womb I looſe to chaſe us to our Graves 
upright, juſt, and true diſpoſing 
Hor i dr thee, that this c Cur | 
s on the Iſſue of his Mother's Body, | 
LVU Pue- fellow with others moan. 
. Harry's Wife, triumph not ia Woes : 
r Lee tin. 
. Mar. Bear with me: I am revenge, 
3 now cloy me with beholding "oh 
Thy Edward, he is dead that kill'd my Edward. 
The other Edward dead, to quit my Edward: 
Young York, he is but boot, both they " 
rern 
Thy Clarence he is that ſtab d my Edward; 
I * beholders of this frantick Play, | 
"adulterate Haſfings, Rivers, Vaughan, Gray, 
Untimely ſmother'd in their dusky Graves. 


Richard yet lives, Hell's black Intelligencer, 
ved their Fatar to buy Sorts 
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But at band, at hand 
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And leave the Burthen of it all on thee. 
Farewel York's Wife, and Queen of fad Miſchance, 
Theſe Engliſh Woes ſhall make me {mile in France. 
O thou well skill'd in Curſes, ftay a while, 
And reach me — — % 
Mar. Forbear to the Night, and faſt t | 
* — dead Happineſs with being Woe ; 15 
Think that thy Babes were ſweeter than they were, 
And he that flew them fouler than he is: 
Bett'ring thy loſs makes the bad Cauſer worſe, 
Revolving this, will teach thee how to curſe. 
en. My Words aredull, Oquicken them with thine, 
Mar. Thy Woes will make them ſharp, 
And pierce like mine. Exit Margaret, 
Dutch. Why ſhould C2lamity be full of Words? 
Windy Attorneys to their Client's Woes, 
Airy ſucceeders of inteſtine Joys, 
Poor breathing Orators of Vliſeries, 
Let them have ſcope, tho* what they will impart 
He!p — elſe, yet they do eaſe the Heart. 
Dutch. If fo, then be not Tongue-ty'd; go with me, 
And in the breath of bitter Words, let's ſmother 
My damned Son, that thy two ſweet Sons ſmother d. 
Trumpet ſounds, be copious in Exclaims. 
" Enter King Richard and his Train. 
K. Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition ? 
Dutch. O ſhe that might have intercepted thee, 
By ſtrangling thee in her accurſed Womb, 
From all the flaughters, Wretch, that thou haſt done. 
Queen. Hideſt thou that Forehead with a Golden Crown, 
Where ſhould be branded, if that right were right, 
The — of the Prince that ow'd that Crown, 
And the dire death of my poor Sons and Brothers. 
Tell me, thou Villain-flave, where are my Children:? 
Dutch. Thou Toad, thou Toad, 
Where is thy Brother Clarence? 
1 Ned Plantagenet his Son? 
en. Where is the tle Rivers, Vaughan, Gray ? 
Durck. Where is kind Haſtings P 


R. Rich, A flouriſh, Trumpets; ſtrike Alarum, Drums: 


Let 


, 
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Let not the Heay'ns Lear theſe Tall · tale Women 
Rail on the Lord's Anointed. Strike, I ſay. 
[ Flowriſh Alarum 


Either be ient, and intreat me fair, 
Or with the clamorous report of War 
Thus will 1 drown your Exclamations. 
Dutch. Art thou my Son? 
Kk. Rich. Ay, I thank God, my Father, and your ſelf. 
Dutch. Then patiently hear my Imparience. 
k. Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your Condition, 
That cannot brook the accent of Reproof. 
Dutch, O let me ſpeak. 
R. Rich. Do then, but I'll not hear. 
Dutch, I will be mild and in my Words. 
K. Rich. And brief, Mother. for I am in haſte. 
Dutch, Art thou fo ? I have ſtaid for thee, 
God knows, in Torment and in Agony. 
k. Rich. And came I not at laſt to comfort you? 
Dutch. No, by the holy Rood, thou know'ſt it well, 
Thou cam'ſt on Earth to make the Earth my Hell. 
A grievous burthen was thy Birth to me, 
Tetchy and wayward was thy Infancy; 
Thy School-days frightful, deſperate. wild and furious, 
Thy prime of Manhood, daring, bold and venturous: 
Thy Age confirm'd, proud, ſubtle, fly and bloody, 
More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in barred: 
What comfortable hour can'ſt thou name, 
That ever grac'd me with thy Company? 
K. Rich, Faith none but Homer 
Ls 7. your Grace 
0 faſt Once, forth of m Compan . 
If 1 be to difpaciaes in your the, 0 
Let me march on and not offend you, Madam. 
Strike up the Drum. 
. I prithee hear me ſpeak. 
K. Rich. You ſpeak too bitterly. - 
1 _ Hear me a Word, 
For | ſhall never {| to thee again. 
K. Rich. So. __ 


Dual Eicher thou wilt dc by God's jult Ordinance, 
Us. 
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<<. have; ay, and my ſelf and all, 
W SININS Fes: 


Be brief, leſt that the proceſs of thy Kindneſs 
onger telling, than thy kindneſs date. 

Rich. — 

rom my So | y Daughter. 

Quen. My Daughter's Mother thinks it wich her Soul. 

K. Rich. W you think ? 

Queen. That thou doſt love my Daughter from thy Soul. 
So trom thy Soul's love didit thou love her Brothers, 
e — — 

K. Rich, Be not ſo to con my meanirg; 
enen Daughter, _ 
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And do intend to make her Queen of England. 
well then, ho doſt thou mean ſhall be her 
K. Rich. Even he that makes her Queen; 
ho ſhould be ? 

What ! 
Even fo; bow think you of it? 
erm. How can't thou woo her? 
Rich. That 


As one being beſt inted with her Humour. 
ween. And wilt thou learn of me? 
ch. Madam, with all my Heart. | 
to her, by the Man that flew her Brother 
A pair of bleeding Hearts; thereon ingrave 
Edward and York, then haply will ſhe weep: 
Therefore preſent to her, as ſometime Margaret 
1 Did to thy Father, in Ratland's Blood. | 
A Handkerchief; which, fay to her, did drain 
= fap from her ſweet Brothers Bodies, 
bid her wipe her weeping Eyes withal. 
ern | | 


King 


N 


E 
Her Uncle Rivers; ay, | 
Madeft quick Conveyance with her good Aunt Ame. 

X. Rich. You mock me, Madam, this is not the way | 


To win your Daughter. 


E. Rich. Say, that I did all this for love of her. 

Dneen. Nay then indeed ſhe cannot chuſe but hate thee, 
Having bought love with ſuch a bloody Spoil. | 
K. Rich. Look, what is done, cannot be now amended; 

Mea ſhall deal unadviſedly ſometimes, 
Which after-hours give leiſure to repent of. 
It I did take the Kingdom from your Sons, 


To make amends, Vil give it to your Daugh:cr: 
If I have kill d the Iſſue of your Womb, 

To quicken encreaſe I will beget 
Mine Iſſue of your blood, upon your Daughter 
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A Grandam's name is little leſs in love, 

Than is the doting Title of a Mother ; 

They are as Children but one ſtep below, 

Even of your Metal, of your very Blood : 

Of all one pain, fave for a Night of Groans 

Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like Sorrow. 

Your Child: en were Vexation to your Youth, _ 

But mine ſhall be a Comfort to your Age. 

The loſs you have is but a Son being King, 

And by & lols your Daughter is made Queen. 

cannot make you what amends I would, 

Therefore accept ſuch kindne is as I can. 

Doxſet, your Son, that with a fearful Soul 

Leads diſcontented Steps in Foreign Soil, 

This fair Alliance 4 ſhall call home 

To high Promotions and great Dignity. 

The King that calls your beauteous Daughter Wife, 

Familiarly ſhall call thy Dorſet Brother: 

Again ſhall you be Mother to a King; 

And all the ruins of diſtreſsful Times, 

Repair'd with double Riches of Content. 

What? we have many goodly Days to ſee: 

The liquid drops of Tears that you have ſhed 

Shall come again, transform'd to Orient Pearl, 

Advantaging their Love with Intereſt 

Oltentimes double gain of Happineſs. 

Go then, my Mother, to thy Daughter, go, 

Make bold her baſhful Years with your 

Prepare her Ears to hear a Wooer's Tale. 

Put in her tender Heart th' aſpiring flame 

Of golden Sovereignty ; acquaint the Princeſs 

With the ſweet filent hours of Marriage Joys; 

And when this Arm of mine hath chaſtiſed 

The petty Rebel, dull-brain'd Buckiagham, 

Bound with triumphant Garlands w.ll I come, 

And lead thy Daughter to a Conqueror's Bed; 

To whom | will retail my Conquelt won, 

And ſhe ſhall be ſole Victreis, Caſar's Ceſar, 
ee What were I beſt to lay, her Father's Bri 

| be her Lord? or ſhall 1 ſay, her Uacle? 


Or 
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Heavn's Wrong = 
If thou didſt fear to break an Oath with him, 
The Unity the King my Husband 
Thou hadſt nat broken, nor my Brothers dy d. 
If thou hadſt fear d to break an yay bo op 
Th' Imperial Metal, circling now thy . 
Had grac'd the tender Temples of my Child, 
And both the — — hoe, 
Which now two tender Bed. fellows for duſt, 
Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Worms: 
| What canſt thou {wear by now ? 
| K. Rich, The Time to come. * 
ueen. That thou haſt wronged in the time o er: paſt: 

| 6A my felt have many Tears to waſh 
| Hereafter Time, for time-palt, wrong'd by thee. 
Tide Childen live, whoſe Fathers thou haſt laughter'd, 
| Ungovern'd Youth, to wail it with their . 
| The Parents live, whoſe Children thou haſt d, 
| Old barren Plants, to wail it with their Age. 
Swear not by Time to come, for that thou baſt 
Miſu. d ere us d, by times ilkus'd o'cr-paſt. 

X. Rich. As I intend to proſper, and repent; 
So thrive I in m Affairs 
Of hoſtile Arms; My felf, my ſelf confound, 
Heaven and Fortune bar me happy Hours, 
Day yield me not thy Ligkt, nor Night thy Reſt, 
Be oppoſite all Planers of good Luck 
To my proceeding, if with dear Hearts Love, 
Immaculate Devotion, holy Thoughts, 
tender not thy beauteous Princely Daughter. 
la her conſiſts my Happineſs and thine; 
Wuhout her, follows to my ſelt and thee, 
Her felf, the Land, and many a Chriſtian Soul, 
Death, Deſolation, Ruin, and Decay: 
It cannot be avoided, but by this; 
It will not be avoided, but by this: 


r — — 
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Therefore, dear Mother, I muſt call you ſo, 
Be the Attorney of my Love to her; 
Plead what I will be, not what I have been; 
Ar Defires, but what 1 will deſerve: 
— * neceſſity 4 of Times; 
not peeviſh found in t Deſigne 
" Shall I be tempted of the Devil thus ? 
. Ay, if the Devil tempt you to do good. 
Hm. Shall 1 forget my ſelf to be my ſelf 
K. Rich. Ay, if your ſelf's remembrance wrong your ſelf. 
Vet thou didſt kill my Children. 
K. But in your Daughter s Womb I bury them; 
Where in that Neſt of Spicery they will breed 
Selyes of themſelves, to your —— 
Queen Shall I go win my Daughter to thy Will? 
K. ow. And be s boppy Mother by the Dced. 
write to me very ſhortly, 
underſtand from — her mind. ¶ Exit 
2 Rich. — my — Love's kiſs, and fo rewe 
enting Fool, and w- changing Woman. 
How now, what News? * 
Enter Ratcliff. 
Rat. Moſt mighty Sovereign, on the Weſtern Coaſt 
Rides a puiſſant Navy: To our Shores 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted Friends, 
Unarm'd, and unrefoly'd to beat them back. 
Tis thought, that Richmond is their Admiral: 
hed dns they bull, expecting but the aid 
kingham, to welcome them aſhore. 
. Rich. Some light-foot Friend poſt to the Duke of Nor- 
Ratchff, thy ſelf, or Catesby; where is he? (folk 
Cate/. Here, my good Lord. 
K. Rich, Catesby, fly to the Duke 
Cateſ. | will, my Lord, with all convenient hafte. 
X. Rich. Rarclif come hither, poſt to Salisbury, 
When thou comett thither — Dull unmindful Villain 
[To Catesby. 
Why on for _ and got not to the Duke ? 
Cate}. Firſt mighty Liege, tell me your Highneſs pleaſure, 
What from your Grace 1 ſhall — to him. 
R. Rich. 
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K. Rich. O true. Catesby — bid him levy ſtraight 

The greateſt — — power that he can make, 

And meet me ſuddenly at Salisbury. 
Cateſ. I go. [Ex. 
Rat. What. may it pleaſe you, ſhall I do at Saliabuy ? 
R. Rich. Why, what would'ſt thou do there betore I go? 
Rat. Your Highneſs told me I ſhould poſt before. 

K. Rich. My Mind is chang'd—— 
Enter Lord Stanley. 

Stanley what News with you? : 

Stan. None, good my Liege, topleaſe you with the hear- 
Nor none ſo bad, but well may be reported. ing, 
K Rich. Hoyday. a Riddle, neither good nor bad 

What nced'ſt thou run ſo many Miles about. 

When thou may 'ſt tell thy Tale the neareſt way ? 

Once-more, what News ? 

Stan. Richmond is on the Seas. : 
K Rich. There let him fink, and be the Seas on him, 

White-liver'd Run-2-gate, what doth he there? 

Stan. | know not, mighty Sovereign, but by guels. 
K. Rick, Well, as you gueſs. 
Stan. Stirr'd up by Dorſet, Buckingham, and Morton, 

He makes for England, here to claim the Crown. 
K. Rich. Is the Chair empty? is the Sword unſway'd? 

I: the King dead? the Empire {s'd ? 

What Heir of Tork is there alive, but we? 

And who is Eng/and's King, but great York's Heir ? 

Then tell me, what makes he upon the Seas? 

Stan. Unleſs for that, my Liege, I cannot guels, 
K. Rich. U..le{s tor that he comes to be your Liege, 

You cannot gueſs w herefore the Welch-man comes. 

Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, 1 tear. 

Stan. No, my goud Lord, therefore miſtruſt me not. 
K. Rich. Where is thy Power then to beat him back ? 

Where be thy Tenants, and thy Followers? 

Are they not now upon the Weſtern Shore, 

Safe conducting the Rebels from their Ships? 

Stan. No, my good Lord, my Friends are in the North. 
X. Rich. Cold Friends to me: what do they in the North, 

When they ſhould ſerve their Sovercign in the Weſt? 
Stan. 


4 
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[Exis Stanley. 


him, as 1 prove true 


Stan. So deal with 
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Nr 
Tis faid, my Liege, in Yorkſhire are in Arms; 
But this good comfort _ to 1 — 
The Britain Navy is diſpers d by Tempeſt. 
Richmond in Dorſetſhire {ent out a Boat 
Unto the Shore, to ask thoſe on the Banks, 
If they were his Aſſiſtants, yea, or no? 
Who anſwer d him, they came from Buckingham 
Upon his Party; he miſtruſting them, 
Hois'd Sail, and made his Courſe again for Britain, 

K. Rich. March on, march on, fince we are up in Arms, 
If not to fight with Foreign Enemies, 
Yet to beat down theſe Rebels here at Home. 

Cateſ. My Liege, the of Buckingham 

. My Liege, the Duke 7 is 

That is the beſt News; that the Earl of Richmond 
Is with a mighty Power landed at Milford, 
Is colder News, but yet it muſt be to 

K. Rich. Away towards Salisbury; while we reaſon here, 
2 Battel mi 11 

e one take that Buckingham be brought 
To Saliabury, the reſt march on with me. Ex. 


SCENE VV. 


Enter Derby, and Sir Chriſtopher. 
Derby. Sir Chriſtopher, tell Richmond this from me, 
That in the Sty of the moſt deadly Boar, 
My Son George Stanley is frankt up in hold: 
If | revolt, off goes young George's Head, 
The fear of that holds off m preſent Aid. 
— thee gone; com me to thy Lord. 
that the Queen hath heartily conſented 
eſpouſe Elizabeth her 
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Oxford, redoubted Pembrook, Sir Fames Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant Crew, 
And many other of great/Name and Worth: 
And towards Londen do they bend their Power, 
If by the way they be not fought withal. | 
Derby. Well, hye thee to thy Lord: 1 kiſs bis Hand, 
My Letter will refolve him of my Mind. 


Farewell. [ Exennt,” 


_- A 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


Enter the Sheriff, and Buckingham with Halbard: led to 
Execution. 


Buck. ILL not King Richard let me ſpeak with him 
W Sher — — 
Buck. 


No, good my Lord, therefore be patient 
Haſtings, and Edward's Children, Gray and Rive. | 


Holy King —_— and thy fair Son Edward, 
Vaughan, and all that have miſcarried 


i under-hand cori upted foul Injuſtice, 
that your moody diſcontented Souls, 
Do through the Clouds behold this preſent hour. 
Even for revenge mock my Deſtruction. 
8 Day, Fellow, is it not? 

It is. 


| 
| 


| 


: 


[ 
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Th& doth he force the Swords of wicked Men 

To turn their own points in their Maſters Boſoms. 

Thus Margaret's Curſe falls heavy on my Neck: 

When he, quoth ſhe, will ſplit thy Heart with Sorrow, 

Remember Margaret was a Propheteſs: 

Come lead me, Officers, to the Block of Shame, 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 
Exeunt Buckingham with Officers. 


SCENE Il. 


Euter Richmond. Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others, 
with Drum and Colours. 


Richm. Fellows in Arms and my moſt loving Friends, 
gruis d underneath the Yoak of Tyranny, 
Thus far into the Bowels of the Land, 
Have we marcht on without Impediment ; 
And here receive we from our Father Stanley, 
Lines of fair Comfort and Encouragement: 
The wretched, bloody and uſurping Boar, 
That fpoil'd our Summer - Fields. and fruitful Vines, 
Swills your warm Blood like Waſh, and makes his Trough 
In your embowel!'d Boſoms ; This foul Swine 
Is now even in the Center of this Ile, 
Near to the Town of Leiceſter, as we learn: 
From Tamworth thither, is but one Day's march. 
in God's Name cheerly on, couragious Friends, 
To reap the Harveſt ot perpetual Peace, 
By this one bloody trial of ſharp War. 
Oxf. Every Man's Conſcience is a thouſand Men, 
To fight againſt this guilty Homicide. 
Herb. I doubt not but his Friends will turn to us. 
Blunt. He hach no Friends, but what are Friends for fear, 
Which in his deareſt need will fly from him. | 
Richm. All for our vantage, then in God's Name march, 
True hope is ſwift, and flies with Swallow's Wings, 
Kings it makes Gods, and meauer Creatures Kings. 


— 


Enter 
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give and take, my loving Lord. 
here will 1 


my Tent, 


Morrow ?----- well all's 


th deſcry'd the number of the Traitors ? 
Nor. Six or {even thouſand is their utmoſt Power. 


ye to Night, 


one for thar. 


K. Rich. Why our Battalia trebles that account: 


. 


inge Name is a Tower of Strength, 


—— — — 


the adverſe Faction want. 
Come, Noble Gentlemen, 


Tent: 


nh fe 


Beſides, the K 


Which 


[ Exennt, | 
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Brandon, Oxford, and 
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of the Ground. 
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Morrow is a buſie Da 
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4 Blunt. Unleſs 1 have miſta en his Colours much, 
(Which well I am aſſur d I have not done) 
. Huis Regiment lies, half a Mile at leaft, 
' South from the mighty Power of the King. 
| Richm. If without Peril it be poſſible, : 
Sweet Blunt, make ſome good means to with him, 
And give him from me this moſt needful Note. 
Blunt. Upon my felf, my Lord, Fil undertake it: 
And fo God give you quiet reft to Night. 
Richm. Good Night, good Captain Nan. 
| Come, Gentlemen, 
| Let us conſult upon to Morrow's Buſineſs; 
' Into my Tent, rhe Dew is raw and cold. 
* * re 
Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, Nor Catesby. 
E. Rich. What ist a Clock? 
_ Caresby. It's Supper time, my Lord, it's nine a Cock. 
K. Rich, I will not Sup to Night, 
Give me ſome Ink and Paper: 
What, is my Beaver eaſier than it was? 
And all my Armour laid into my Tent? 
| Catesby. It is, my Liege; and all things are in readineſs, 
K. Rich. Good Norfolk hye thee to thy Charge, 
Uſe careful Watch, chuſe rruſty Centinels. 


Nor. I go, my Lord. | 

K. Rich, Stir with the Lark to-Morrow, gentle Norfolk. 
Nor. 1 warrant my Lord. Len. 
| K. Rich. K 


Rat. My Land. 
XK. Rich, Send out a Purſuivant at Arms 
To Stanley's Regement; bid him bring his Power 
fall 


Before Sun-rifing. leſt his Son G 

Into the blind Cave of eternal Night. 
Fill me a Bowl of Wine; give me a Watch: 
Saddle white Surrey for the Field to- Morrow: 


Look that my Staves be ſound, and not 
111 * 


Rat. My Lord? 
* K Ruch. Saw It thou the melancholy Lord Northumberland? 


| | Rat 
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Rat. Thomas the Earl of Surrey, and himſelf, 
Much about Cock-ſhut time, from Troop to Troop 
Went through the Army, cheering up the Soldiers. 


K. Rich. So -I am fatisfy'd; give me a Bowl of Wine. 


I have not that alacrity of Spirit, 
Nor cheer of Mind that 1 was wont to have. 
Set it down. Is Ink and Paper ready? 

Rat. It is, my Lord. 

K. Rich. Bid my Guard watch. Leave me. 
12 about the mid of Night come to my Tent. | 
And help to Arm me. Leave me, I fay. [Exit Ratcliff, 

Enter Derby to Richmond in his Tent. 

Derby. Fortune and Victory fit on thy Helm. 

Rich, All comfort that the dark Night can afford, 
Be to thy Perſon, noble Father-in-Law, 

Tell me, how fares our noble Mother ? 

Derby. I. by Attorney, bleſs thee from thy Mother, 

Who prays continually tor Richmond's good: 
So much for that. The filent Hours fleal on, 
And flaky Darkneſs breaks within the Eaſt. 
Ia brief, 4 ſo the 22 bids us be, 

Pr thy Battel early in the Morning, 

And put hy Fortune to th Arbitrement 

Of bloody Stroaks, and mortal ſtaring War: 
I, as I may, (that which I would, 1 cannot) 
Wich beft advantage will deceive the time. 
And aid thee in this doubtful ſhock of Arms. 
But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 
Leſt being ſeen thy Brother, tender George 
Be executed in his Father's Sight. 

Farewel; the leiſure, and the fearful time 
Cats off the ceremonious Vows of Love, 
And ample enterchange of ſweet Diſcourle, 
Which to long ſundred Friends ſhould dwell upon : 
God give us leifure for theſe rites of Love. 
Once more Adieu, be valiant, and ſpeed well. 

Richm. Good Lords, conduct him to his Regiment 
Fil ftrive, with troubled Noiſe. to take a Nap, 

Leſt leaden ſlumber poize me down to- Morrow, 
|" When | ſhould mount with Wings of Victory: 


Once 


ea fe oe T7 © A” 
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p more, Night, kind Lords and Gentſemen. 

" * [ Exennt. Manet Richmond. 
O O thou, whoſe Captain I account my ſelf. 
Look on my Forces with a gracious Eye: 

Put in their Hands thy bruiſing Irons of wrath, 
That they may cruſh down, with a heavy fall, 
Thy uſurping Helmets of our Adverſatics. 

Make us thy Miniſters of Chaſtiſement, 

That we may praile thee in thy Victory: 

To thee 1 do commend my watchful Soul, 
peel et fall the Windows of mine Eyes: 
Seeping. and walking, oh defend me ſtill. Sleets. 

Enter the Ghoſt of Prince Edward, Son to Henry te $1x:h. 

Ghoſt. Let me lit heavy on thy Soul to morrow: 
| [To k. Nich. 
Think how thou ſtabbdſt me in the prime of Youth 
At Iewkabn / y deſpair theretore, and die. 

Be cheerful, Richmond tor the wronged Souls { To Richm. 
Ot butcher'd Princes fight in thy behalt: 

King Henry's iſſue, Richmond, comforts thee. 
| Euter the Ghoſt of Henry the S:xth, 
| Goff, Wahcn | was'morta!, my anoin.ed Body 


| [To K. Ricks 
* By thee waz punched full of holes; 

* Think on the Tower, and me; deſpair, and die. 
Henry the Sixth bus thee d.f{pur, and die. 


Virtuous and holy, be thou Conqueror. [ToRichm. 
| Harry, that propheſied thou ſhoul 1ſt be Kin 
Dath comiort thee in fleep; live thou and flouriſh, 


Enter the Ghoſt of Claren ce. 
| Ghoſt. Let me lit heavy on thy Soul to morro'y; 


[ToK Rich, 


| I that was waſh'd to death in Fulſom Wine, 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray'd to death: 

To morrow in the Battel think on me, 

And fall they edgleſs Sword; deſptir and die. | 

| Thou Of ſpring of the Houſe oO! Lancajier, [To Richm; 
The wronged Heirs of I, K do pray tor thee, ; 


Good Angels guard thy Batcel, live and flou ith, 
J Vo L. V. E | 


Enter 
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Enter the Ghoſts of Rivers, Gray, and Vaughan. 
Riv. Let me fit heavy on thy Soul to — 
To X. 
Rivers, that dy'd at Pomfret: Deſpair, and die. 
Gr Think Gray, and let thy Soul deſpair. | 
_ — y [Ts ©. Rich, | 
Vangh. Think upon Vaughan, and with guilty fear 


as [To K. Rich, 
Let fall thy Launce, deſpair ie. 
All — [To Richm. 
And think our wrongs in Richard's Boſom , 
Will conquer. Awake. and win the Day. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Lord Haſtings. 

Ghoſt. Bloody and guilty ; guilty, awake; [To K. Rich, 
And in a bloody Bartel end thy Days, 
Think on Lord Haſtings; deſpair and die. 
Quiet untroubled Soul, awake, awake. [To Richm, 
Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England's fake. 

Enter the Ghoſts of the two young Princes. 

Ghoſts. Dream on thy Couſins ſmother'd in the Tower: | 


[To K. Rich, | 
Let us be laid within thy Boſom, Richard, 
And weigh thee down to ruin, ſhame, and death. 
Thy Nephews Souls bid thee deſpair and dir. 
Sleep Richmond, fleep in Peace, and wake in E. 
To Richm. 
Good Angels guard thee from the Boar's annoy, | 
Live, and beget a happy race of Kings. 
Edward's unhappy Sons do bid thee flouriſh. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Anne his Wife. 

Ghoſt. Richard, thy Wite, that wretched Anne, thy Wife, 
That never ſlept a quiet Hour with thee, [Ts X Rich, 
Now fills thy Sleep with perturbations, 

To morrow in the Battel think en me. | 

And fail thy edgleſs Sword, deſpair and die. \ 
Thou quiet Soul, fleep thou a quiet Sleep: [To Richm. 

Dream of Succeſs, and happy Victory, 

Thy Adverlaries Wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghoſt of Buckingham. l 

Ghoſt. The firſt was I, that help'd thee to the Crown: | 

[To X. = | 


* 
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To morrows Vengeance on the bead of Richard. 
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The laſt was I, that felt thy Tyranny. 
O. in the Batre! think on Buctiugham, 
And die in terror of thy Guiltineis. 
Dream on. dream on, of bloody Dreds and Death, 
Fain · ing deſpair ; deſpairing yield thy breath. 

I dy" | hoe hope, could lend thee aid; 
But cheer thy Heart, and be thou nor diſmay'd : 
God and good Angels fight on Kichriond®s fe. 


And Richard tall in height of ol! his Prize, [ The Ghoſts wam/h. 
[K. Richard tarts cut of bis Dream. 
R. Rich. Give me another Horſe bind up my Wounds: 


Have mercy, Feſu —— Soft. | tid but dream. 

0 coward Conſcience ! how doft rhou afflict me? 

The Lights burn blue it not dead did-ir ght ? 
Cold fear Drops ſtand ou my trembling Flesh: 

What? do | fear my felf? There's n ne elſe by, 

Richard loves Richard, that is, I am 

Is there a Murtherer here? No; Yes, I am: 

Then fly hat from my ſelf * Great reaſon; why ? 
Leſt I revenge. What? my felf upon my felt? _ 
Alack I love my ſelt. Wherefore? For any good 

That I my felt have done unto my felt ? 

Ono. Alas I rather hate my ſelt. 

For hateful Deeds committed by my ſelf. 

I am a Villain; yet 1 Le, 1 am not. 

Fool, of thy wt ſpeak wel! —— Fool, do not flatter, 

My Conſcience hath a thouſand ſeveral Tongues, 

And every Tongue brings in a ſeveral Tale, 

And every Tale condemns me for a Villain; 

Perjury, in the high degree, 

Murther, tern Murther, in the dir'ſt degree, 

All ſeveral Sins, all us'd in each degree, 

Throng all to th* Bar, crying all, Guilty, guilty. 

1 ſhall deſpair, there is no Creature loves me. 

And if I die, no Soul ſhall pity me. 

Nay, wherefore ſhould they? ſince that l my ſelf 
Find in my felt no pity to my ſelf. 

Methought, the Souls of all chat 1 had murther'd 
Came to my Tent, and every one did threat 
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[To Richm: 


Y on 
* 
. 
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Enter Ratclif. 
Rat. My Lord. 
K. Rich, Who's there? | 
Rat. Ratcliff, my Lord, tis 1; the early Vill-ge Cock 
Rath twice done Salu ation to the Morn; 
Your Frieads are up. and buckle on their Armour. 
K. Rich. O Ratcliff | tear, I fear 
Rat. Nay, good my Lord, by not afraid of ſhadowe. 
K. Rich. By the Apoſtle Paul, Shadows to night 
Have ſtruck more terrour to the Soul of Richard, 
Than can the ſubſtance of ten thoutand Soldiers 
Armed in proof, and led by ſhakow Richmord. 
* [is not yet near Day. Come, go with me, 
Under our Tents; III play the Eaves dropper, 
To hear it any mean to ſhrink from me. 
[ Exewunt K Richard and Ratcliff. 
Extey the Lords io Richmond jurting in his Leut. 
Loris Good morrow, Richmond. 
Kuhn, Cry you mercy, Lords, ad watchtul Gentle- 
men, 
That you have ta en a tardy Suggard 7g. 
Lords. How have you lep“, my Lord # 
Richm. The {weeteſt Sleep. and faireit boating 1): came, 
That ever entrcd in a drowlic Head, 
Have I ſin ce your departure had my Lords. 
Methought their Souls, whoſe Bodies Richard muniliesd, 
Came to my Tent, and cried on Victory. 
I promiſe you my Heart is very jocund, 
In the remembrance of i fais 2 Dream. 
How tar into the Morning is it, Lords ? 
Lords. Upon the firoak of four. 
Richm. Why then tis time to Arm, and give direction. 
More than I have faid, loving Countrymen, 
The le ſure and enjorcement of the time 
Furvids to dwe:l upon; yet remembec this, 
Gad, end our good Cauſe, fight upon our ſi le. 
The Prayers ot holy Saints, and wronged Souls, 
Like high rea d Bulwarks, ſtand before our Faces. 
Rich except, thoſe wham we fight againſt, 
Had rather have us win, than him they tollow, 
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For, what is he they follow? Truly Gentlemen, 
A bloody Tyrant, and a Homicice: aj 
One rais'd in Blood, and one in Blood eftablſh'd; 
One that made means to come by what he hath, 
And lughrer'd thoſe that were the means to help him, 
A baſe foul Stone, made precious by the foil 
Of England's Chair, where he is fallely er. 
One that hath ever been God's Enemy; 
Then if you fight againſt God's Enemy, 
God will in juſtice ward you as his Soldiers. 
If you do {wear to put a Tyraut down. 
You fleep in Peace, the Tyrant being ſlain : 
If you do tight againſt your Countries Foes, 
Your Countries Fat ſhall pay your pains the hire, 
If you do fight in ſateguard of your Wives, 
Your Wives ſhall welcome home the Conquerors. 
It you do free your Childien from the Sword, 
Your Childrens Children quis it in your Age. 
Then in the Name of God and all theſe rights, 
Advance your Standards, draw your willing Swords. 
For me, the ranſom of my bold attempt, 
Shall be this cold Corps on the Earth's cold face. 
But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt, 
The 1:2ft of you ſhall ſhare his part therecf. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets boldly, and chearfully, 
God, and Saint George, Richmond, and Victor) 
Enter King Richard. Ratcliff, and Cate: by. 
8 Rich. What taid Northumberland, as touchin 3 Rich- 
mond | 
Pat. That he was never trained up in Arms. 
K Rich. He ſaid the truth; and what ſaid Surrey then? 
Rat. He ſmil'd and ſaid, the better for our purpoſe. 
K. Rich. He was in the right, aud ſo indeed it s. 
Tell the CI ck there. {Clock ſtrikes. 
Give me 2 Kalender who ſu the Sun to Day ? 
Rar. Not I, my Lord. 
k. Rich. Then he diſdains to ſhine; for, by the Book, 
He ſhould have brav'd th: Eaſt an Hour ago 
A black Day it will be to ſome body, Ratcliff. 
Rat. My Lord. 
K. Rich. The Sun will not be ſeen to day; 
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what is that to me 
? for the ſeli-ſame Heav'n 


That frowns on me, looks ſadly upon him. 


Lord, the Foe vaunts in the Field, 
buſtle Capariſon my Horſe, 
him bring his Power, 
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— Thomas Earl of Surrey, l 
hall have the leading of the Foot and Hor le. | 
They thus directed. we will follow = 
In the main Battel, whoſe puiſſance on either ſide = 
Shall be well winged with our chiefeſt Horſe: = 
This, and\St. Gerte te boot. Whar think thou, Ng? 
Nor. A good DireQion, warlike 
This 
$ 

1 


* 


I on my Tent this Mourning. Giving a Scrowl. 
[Reade, | 


of Norfolk, be not ſo bold, 
ickon thy Maſter is bought and ſold. 


keep the ſtrong in awe, 
Our ſtrong Arms be our Conſcience, Swords our Law: 
March on, join bravely, let us to'r pell mell, 
If not to Heav'n, then hand in to Hell. 
What ſhall I ſay more than I have inferr'd ? 
Remember whom you are to cope withal, 
A fort of Vagabonds, Raſcals, Run-aways, 
A ſcum of Britains, and baſe Lackey. Peaſants, 
Whom their o'er-cloyed Country vomits forth = 
1 
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To deſperate Adventures, and affur'd Deſtruction. 
You ſleeping fate, they bring you to unreſt: 

You having Lands, and with beauteous Wives, 
They would refrain the one, diſtain the other. 

And who doth lead them, but a paltry Fellow ? 
Long kept in Britain at our Mother's Coſt, 

A milk-ſop, one that never in his Life 

Felt ſo much Cold as over Shooes in Snow 

Let's whip theſe Stragglers o'er the Seas again, 

Laſh hence theſe over- weening Rags of France, 
Theſe famiſh'd Beggars, weary of their Lives, 

Who, but for dreaming on this fond Exploit. 

For want of means, poor Rats, had hang'd themſelves. 
If we be conquer'd, ler Men conquer us, 

And not thoſe Baſtard- Britains, whom our Pathers 
Have in their own Land beaten, b bh'd and thump'd, 
And on Record, left them the Heirs of Shame. 

Shall theſe enjoy our Lands? lye with our Wives? 
Raviſh our Daughters? [ Drum afar off.. 
Hark, I hear their Drum, | 

Right Gentlemen of England fight boldly, Yeomen, 
Draw, Archers, draw your Arrows to the Head. 


Spur your proud Horſes hard, and ride in Blood, 


Amaze the Welkin with your broken Staves. 
Shes Bo a Enter a Me 
ys Stanley, will he bring his Power? 
Meſ. My Lord, he doth deny to come. 
K. Rich. Off with his Son George's Head. 


[ Exenns. 


Reſ⸗ , Lor f 2 
The Ky — my — 0 — Reſcue 
Oppoſite to every Danger: 
is ſlain, and all on foot he fights, 
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Seeking for Richmond in the throat of Death : +1 
Reſcue, fair Lord, or elſe the Day is loſt. ; 
Alarum. Enter King Richard. 
K. Rich. A Horſe, a Horſe, my Kingdom for a Horſe. 
Cate/. Withdraw, my Lord, III help you to a Horſe, 
K. Rich. Slave, I have fet my Life upon a caſt, | 
And | will ſtand the hazard of the Die: | 
I think there be fix Richmonds in the Ficld, 
Five have I ſlain to Day, inſtead of him. 
A Horſe, a Horſe, my Kingdom for a Horſe, 


[ 
Alarums, Enter King Richard and Richmond, they fight | 
Richard is ſlain. 
Retreat, and Flouriſh. Enter Richmond, Derby bearing 
the Crown, with divers other Lor di. | 
Richm. God and your Arms be prais d, Victorious Friends; | 
The Day is ours, the bloody Dog is dead. | 
Derby. Couragious Richmond, well haſt thou acquit thee: | 
Lo, here theſe long uſurped Roy alties, | 
From the deid Temples of this bloody Wretch, | 
Have I pluckt off, to grace thy Brows withal, 5 
Weser it, and make uſe of it. | 
Rich. Great God of Heaven, ſay Amen to all. 
Bur tell me, is young George Stanley living? 
Derby. e is, my Lord, and ſafe in Leiceſter Town; 
Whither, it you pleaſe, we may withdraw ur. 
Richm. What Men of Note are ſlain on cither Side: 
Derby. John Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord Ferris, 
Sir Robert Brabenbury, and Sir William Brandon 
Rich. Inter their Bodies as becomes their Births, 
Proclaim a Pardon to the Soldiers fled, 
That in Submiſſion will return to us: 
And then as we have ta'en the Sacrament, 
We will unite the White Roſe, and the Red. 
Smile Heav'n upon this fair Cort junction, 
That long hath frown'd upon their Enmity : 
What Trai or hears me, and fays not Amen? 
gland hath long been mad, and ſcar d her ſelf; 
The Brother l lindly ſhed the Brother's Blood, F 
The Father raſhly flaughter'd his own Son; 
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The Sons, compell'd, been Butchers to the Sire: 

All this divided York and Lancaſter, 

Divided. in their dire Diviſion. 

O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true Succeeders of each Royal Houſe, 

| By God's fair Ordinance, conjoin together 

| And let their Heirs, God, if thy Will be fo, 

Enrich the time to come. with ſmooth- fac'd Peace, 
With ſmiling Plenty, and fair proſperous Days. 

| Abate the edge of Traitors, Gracious Lord, 

| That would reduce theſe bloody Days agaia, 

And make poor England vieep in ſtreams of Blood. 

Let them not live to taſte this Land's encreaſe, 

2 That would wich Treaſon wound this fair Land's Peace. 
| Now Ci-i! Wounds are ſtopp'd, Peace lives again; 
| That ſhe may long live here, God fay, Amen. [Exerns. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ 


K NG Henry the Eighth. 
Cardinal Wolſey, his firſt Miniſter and Fa- 


vourite. | 

Cranmer, Archb:fhop of Canterbury. 

Dake of Norfolk. 

Dake of Buckingham, 

Dake of Suffolk. | 

Earl of Surrey. 

Lord Chamberlain. 

Cardinal Campeius, the Pope Legat. 

Capucius, Ambaſſador from the Emperor Charles 
the Fifth. | 

Gardiner, Biſbop of Wincheſter. | 

Lord Abergavenny. 

Lord Sands. 

Sir Henry Guildford. 

Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Sir Anthony Denny. 

Sir Nicolas Vaux. 

Cromwell, firſ# Servant to Wolley, afterwards it 
the King. 

Griffith, Gentleman Upper to Queen Katherine, 

Three Gentlemen, 

Dr. Butts, Phy/ician to the King. 

Surveyor to the Dake of Buckingham. 

Porter and bis Man. 


kt. 


Queen Katherine, firſt Wife to King Henry, after. 
wards Divorc'd. . 

Anne Bullen, belov'd by the King, and afterward; 
married to him. 

And old Lady, Friend to Anne Bullen. 

Patience, Homan of the Bed-Chamber to Queen Ka- 
therine. 


Several Lords and Ladies who appear in the dumb 
Shews. Women attending upon the Oueen. Spi- 


rits which appear to her. Seribes, Officers, Guards, 
and other Attendants. 


The SCENE lies moſtly in 
L ONDON. 


p ROLO GU E. 


Come wo more to make you laugh; Things now, 
— , and a Serious Brow, 


2 boon 
_— On the to ow, | 
We now preſent. | Thoſe that can Pit, here 
May, if 
— waht ray 
ma may, op bryce + that come to ſee 
— — FE and willmg, 
—— ö N 
* 
, bawdy Play, | 
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The Per our noble 
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Friends; then, in a moment, ſee 
And if you can be merry then. I'll ſay, 

2 dio inay weep apo bis Fhddang Day. 
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|! ACT 1. SCENE I 


Enter the Duke of Norfolk at one Door : At the her, the 
| Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord Abergavenny. 


BUCKINGHAM. 

000 mcrrow, and well met. How have 
Since laſt we ſaw y in France? [yedone 

Nie. | thank your Grace: 


Buck. 
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Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung 

In their Embracement, as they grew together ; 

Which had they, what four Throa'd ones could have weigh'd 

Such a compounded one ? 
Buck. All the whole time 

1 was my Chamber's Priſoner. 
Nor. Then you | | 

The view of carthly Glory: Men might ſay 

Till this time Pomp was ſingle, but now married 

To one above it ſelf. Each following da 

Became the next Day's Maſter, till the laſt 

Made former Wonders, its. To day the French, 

All Clinquant, all in Gold, like Heathen Gods 

Shoune down the Engli; and to morrow, they 

Made Britain, India: Every Man that ſtood, 

Shew'd like a Mine. Tneir Dwarfiſh Pages were 

As Cherubins, all gilt; the Madams too, 7 

Not us d to toil, did almoſt ſweat to bear 

The Pride upon them, that their very labour 

Was to them as a Painting. Now this Mask 

Was cry d incomparable; and th'enſuing night 

Made it a Fool, and Beggar. The two Kings 

Equal in luſtre, were now beſt, now work, 

As preſenc: did preſent them; him in Eye, 

Still hem in praiſe; and being preſent both, 

"Twas faid they faw but one, and no Diſcerner 

Durſt wag his Tongue in cenſure. When theſe Suns, 

For fo they phraſe 'em, by their Heralds, challeng'd 

The noble Spirits to Arms, they did perform 

Beyond thought's compats, that former tabulous Story 

Being now ſeen poſſible encug?, got credit 

That Bevis was believ'd. 
R. gt. Oh, you go far. 
Nor. As | — to werſhip, and aſſect, 

In Honour, Honeſty, the tract of ev'ry thing 

Would by as good Diſcourſer loſe ſome Ife, 

Which Actions felt was Tongue to. 

Buck. All was Royal, 

To the diſpoſing of it nought rebell'd, 

Order gave each thing view. The Office did 
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Diſlinctly his fu'l Function; who did guide, 
mean who ſet the Body and the Limbs 
Of this great ſport together, as you gueſs? 
Nor. One certes, that promiles no Element 
In ſuch a Buſineſs. 
Buck. I pray you, who, my Lord? 
Ner. All this was order d by the good Diſcretion 
Of the right Reverend Cardinal of I, k. 
Buck. The Devil ſpeed him: No Man's Pye is freed 
From his ambitious Finger. What had he 
To do in theſe fierce Vanities? I wonder 
That ſuch a Ketch can with his very Bulk 
Take up the Rays o'th' Beneficial Sun, 
And keep it trom the Earth. 
Nor. Surely. Sir. 
There's in him ſtuff that puts him to theſe Ends: 
For being not propt by Auceſtry whoſe Grace 
Chalks Succeſſors their way; nor call'd upon 
For high Feats done to th' Crown ; neither Allied 
To eminent Aſſiſtants; but Spider like 
Out of his {.!/f-drawn Web; O! gives us note, 
The force of his own merit makes his way, 
A Gift that Heay'n gives for him, which buys 
A place next to the King. 
Aber. | cannot tell 
What Hcav'n hath given him; let ſome graver Eye 
Pierce into that: but | can fee his Pride 
Peep through each part ot him; whence has he that, 
It not from Hell; the Devil is a Niggard, 
Or has given him all beiore, and he begins 
A new Hell in himſelf. 
Busk. Why the Devil, 
Upon this French going out, took he upon him, 
Without the privity o th' King, t'appoint 
Who ſhould attend on him? he makes up the File 
Of all the Gentry; for the moſt part ſuch 
To whom as great a Charge as little Honour 
He meant to lay upon; and his own Letter 
The Honorable Board of Couacil cut 
Muſt fetch him in, he Papers. 
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Buck, Every Man, 
After the hideous Storm that follow'd, was 
A thing inſpir'd, and not conſulting, broke 
Into a general Propheſie; that this Tempeſt, 
Daſhing the Garment of this Peace, aboaded 
The ſudden breach ont. 
Nor. Which is budded out : 
For France hath fleww'd the League, and hath attach'd 
Our Merchants Goods at Bourdeaux. 

Aber. Is it there fore 
Th' Ambaſſador is filenc'd ? 

Nor. Marry is't. 

Aber. Cm Title of Peace, and purchas'd 

4 


Nor. , 
The State takes notice of the private Difference 
Betwixt you and the Cardinal. I adviſe you 
(And take it from a Heart that wiſhes towards you 


ateous Safety) that you read 
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Thither he darts it. Boſom up my Counſel, 

You'll find it wholſome. Lol where comes thet Rack 

That 1 adviſe your ſhunning. 

Enter Cardinal Wolſey, the Purſe borm before him, certain 
the Guard. and two Secretaries with Papers; the — 1 
in his paſſage fixeth his Eye on Buckingham, and Buck- 
ingham on him, both full of diſdain. 


Wol. The Duke of Buckingham's Surveyor? Ha? 
Where's his Examination ? 

Secr. Here, fo pleaſe 

Mol. Is he in 2 — 

Secr. Ay, an't pleaſe 
Your Grace. 

Mol. Well, we ſhall then know more, 

And Buckingham ſhall leſſen his big Look. 

Buck. This Butcher's Cur is venome mouth'd, and I 
Have not the power to muzzle him, therefore beſt 
Not wake him in his lumber, A Beggar's Book 
Out-worths a Noble's Blood. 

Nor. What, are you chaf d? 

Ack God for Temp'rance, that's th' appliance only 
Which your Diſeaſe requires. 

Buck, 1 read in's Looks 
Matter againſt me, and his Eye revil'd 
Me as his abject Object, at this inſtant 
He bores me with ſome Trick, he's gone to th King: 
Ill follow and out-ſtare him. 

Nor. Stay, my Lord, 
And let your Reaſon with your Choler 
What ha =, about; to climb ſteep Hills 
| pace at firſt. Anger is like 
A full- hot Horſe, who being allow'd his 
Self · mettle tires him: Not a Man in England 
Can adviſe me, like you: Be to your felt, 
As you would to your Friend. | 
Duck. Vil to the ming, 
And, from a mouth of Honour, quite cry down 
This 1þfwich Fellow's Inſolence, or proclum, 
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There's difference in no Perſons. 4 

Nor. Be advis'd; | 
Heat not a Furnace for your Foe ſo hot 
That it do ſinge your felt We may out run | 
By violent ſwiftneſs, that which we run at; 
And loſe by over- running: Know you not, 
The Fire chat mounts the Liquor tilt run o'er, 
In ſeeming to augment it, waſtes it; Be advis d; 
I fay again, there is no Eugliſh Soul | 
More ſtronger to direct yuu than your ſelf, 
If with the tap of Reaſon you would quench, 
Or but allay the fire of Paſſion. 

Buck. Sir, 
I am thanktul to you, and Vil go along 
By your Preſcription ; but this rop-proud Fellow, 
h mf om the flow of Gall I name not, but 
From ſincere Motions, by intellipence, 
And proufs as elear as Founts in Juy when 
We ſee each grain of Gravel, I do know 
To be corrupt and treaſonous. 

Nor. Say not, treaſonous. 

Buck. To th King I'll ſay t. and make my vouch as ſtrong 
As ſhore of Rock — attend. This holy Fox, 
Or Wolf, or both (tor he is equal rav'nous, 
As he is ſubtle, and as prone to miſchief, 
As able to perform't) his Mind and Place 
Infecting one another; yea reciprocally, 
Ouly to ſhew his Pomp. as well in France, 
As here at home, ſuggeſts the King our Maſter 
To this laſt coſtly Treaty, th' cnterviews, 
That fwallow'd fo much Treaſure, and like a Glas 


. 


Did break i'th* wrenching. | 


Nor. Faith, and ſo it did. 
Buck. Pray give me favour, Sir, this cunning Cardiod 
The Articles o'th' Combination drew 
A himſelf pleas d; and they were ratify'd 
As he cry'd, Thus let it be----to as much end, 
As give a Crutch to th dead. Bur our Count-Cardinal 
Has done thie nd tis well----for worthy Molſey, | 
Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows, 


(Which, 
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fWh'ch, as I take it, is a kind of Puppy 
To th' old Dam, Treaſon) Charles the Emperor, 
Under pretence to ſee the Queen his Aunt, 
(For 'twas indeed his Colour, but he came 
To whiſper Wolſey) here makes Vilitation: 
His Fears were that the Interview betwixt 
England and France, might through their Amity 
Rreed him ſome prejudice; for from this League 
Peep'd harms, that menac'd him. He privily 
Deals with our Cardinal. and as I trow, 
Which I do well for I am ſure the Em 
Paid ere he promis'd, whereby his ſuit was granted 
Fre it was ask d. But when the way was made, 
And pav'd with Gold ; the Emperor thus detir'd, 
That he would ple: ſe to alter the King's courle, 
And break the forefaid Peace. Let the King know, 
As ſoon he ſhall by me, that thus the Cardinal 
Does buy and fell his Honour as he pleates, 
And for his own Advantage. 

Nor. | am lorry 
To hear this of him; ard could with you were 
Something miſtaken in'r. 

Buck. No, not a Syllable: 
do pronource him in that very Shape 
He ſhall appeat in proof. 
Enter Brandon, 4 Serjeant at Arms before him, and two or 

three of the Guard. 

Bran. Your Office, Serjeant; execute it. 

Serj. Sir, 
My Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl 
Of Hertford Stafford and Northampton, | 
Arreit thee of t11gh Treaſon, in the name 
O! our moſt Sovereign King. 

Buck. Lo you, my Lord, 
The Net bas tall n upon me; I ſhall periſh 
Under device and practice. 

Bran. I am forr 


L. 4 ow — trom Liberty, to look on 
nels preſent. Tis his Highneſs p..ature 
You ſhall to th Tower, 5 . 


an. 
King, t'at'ach Lord Montagne, and the Bodies | 
he 's Confeſſor. Jahn de la Car, 

Gilbert Peck, his Counicllor. 

Buck. So, fo; 
Theſe are the Limbs o'th' Plot, no more, I hope. 
Br. 

B * 
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A Monk Oth' Chartreux. 
O, Michael Hopkms. 
Bran. He 
M 


Buck. My is falſe, the o'er great Cardinal 
Hath ſhew'd him Gold; my Life is ſpaun d already: 
I am the ſhadow of poor Buckingham, 

Whole Figure even this inſtanc Cloud puts on, | 
By dark ning my clear Sun. My Lord, farewe!. Exeumt, 


SCENE IL | 


Cornet. Enter King Henry, leaning on the Cardinals Shoulder; 
the Nobles and Sir Thomas Lovel; the Cardmal places 
himſelf under the King's Feet, on his right ſide. 

King. My Life it ſelf, and the beſt Heart of it. | 

Thanks you for this great Care: I ſtood 'th' level 

Of a full-charg'd Confederacy, and give thanks 


an. 
uck 
an. 


* 


To you that choak d it. Let be call d before us 
That Gentleman of Buckingham's in Perſon, 

I'll hear him his Conteſſions juſtifie, 
And point by point the Treaſous of his Maſter 
He ſhall agaia relate. 
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A noiſe, with crying. Room for the ; Uſber'd by the 


Norfolk. Enter the Dueen, and Suffolk ; 
kiſſes and placeth her by kim. 


. Nay, we mult longer kneel; I am a Suitor, 

King. Ariſe, 2E us; half your Suit 
Never name to us; you have half our Power: 

The other moiet ; — 2 — is given; 
Repeat will, e it. 
L Thank your Majeſty. 

That you would love your felt, and in that love 
Not unconſideted leave your Honour, nor 
The dignity of your Office, is the point 
Of my Petition. 

mg. Lady mine, 

225 1 A follicited, not by a few, 

And thoſe of true Condition, that your Subjects 
Are in great Grievance; there have been Commiſſions 
Sent down among 'em, which have flaw'd the Heart 
Of all their Loyalties; wherein, although, (To Wolſey; 
My good Lord Cardinal, they vent Reproaches 
Moſt bitterly on you, as Putter on 
Of theſe ExaQtions, yet the King, our Maſter, 
Whoſe Honour Heav'n ſhield from Soil, even he eſcapes not 
Language unmannerly ; yea, ſuch which breaks 
The ſides of Loyalty, and almoſt appears 
In loud Rebellion. 

. Not almoſt a 
van appear, for, — Taxatic ns, 
The Clothiers all, not able to maintain 
The many to them "longing, have put off 
The Spinſters, Carders, Fullers, Won, who, 
Vafit tor other Lite, compell'd by Hunger, 
And lack of other Means, in deſperate manner, 
Daring th event to th' Teeth, are all in uproar, 
And danger ſerves among them. 

King. Taxation ? 
Wherein? and what Taxation? My Lord Cardinal, 
You that are blam'd for it alike with us, 

Know you of this Taxation ? 
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ol. — Sir, 

I know but of a ſingle part in ought | 
Pertains to th Sta- e. and front but in that file | 


Where others tell Steps with me. 


Hoe No, my Lord, 
You know no more than others: But you frame 
Things that are known alike, which are not wholſome 
To thoſe which would not know them, and yet muſt 
| Perforce be their Acquaintance. Theſe Exactions 
' (Whereof my Sovereign would have note) they are 
Moſt peſtilert to th hearing and to bear em, 
The Back is ſacriſice to th Load; they fay, 
They are devis'd by you, or elſe you {utter 
Too hard an Excl-mation. 

King. Still Exaction! 
The nature of it, in what kind, let's know, 
Is this Exaction? 

Queen. I am much too venturous 
In rempting of your Patience, but am boldned 
Under your promis d Pardon. The Subjects Gricf 
Comes through Commiſſions, which compel; trom each 
The fixth Part of his Subſtance, to be leica 
Without delay; and the pretence for this 
Is nam'd. your Wars in France; this makes bald Mouths; 
Tongues ſpit their Dutics out, and cold Hearts frcce 
Allegiance in them; their Curſes now 
Live where their Prayers did; and it's come to paſs, 
That tratable Obedience is a Slave 
To each incenſed Will: I would your Laghiets 
Would give it quick Conſideration, tor 
There is no Ar baleneſs. 

ng. By my Lite, 

This © 3 our Pleaſure 

Hol. And tor me, 
I have no further gone in this, than by 
A ſingle Voice, aud that not paſt me, but 
By learned Approbation of the Judpes: If I am 
Tradue d by ignorant Tongues, which neicher kno v 
My Faculties nor Perſon. yct woll be 
The Chronicles of my doing ; let me lay, 
g 'Tis 
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"Tis but the fate of Place, and the rough Brake 
That Virtue muſt go through: We muſt not ſtint 
Our neceſſary Actions, in the fear 

To core —— Cenſurers, which ever, 

As rav nous Fiſhes, do a Veſſel follow 

Tnat is new trimm*d; but benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do beſt, 

By fick Interpreters, once weak ones, is 

Not ours, or not allow'd; - as oft 
Hittiag a groſſer quality, is cry 

For S beſt aa, if — Rand Bill, 

In fear our motion will be mock'd or carp'd at, - 
We ſhould take root here where we fit: 

Or fit State-Statues only. 

And with a care, exempt themſelves from fear. 

Things done without Example, in their iſſue 

Are to be fear d. Have you a Preſident 

Of this Commiſſion ? I believe not any. 

We muſt not rend our Subjects from pur Laws, 

And ſtick them in our Will. Sixth part of each! 

A trembling Contribution —— why we take 

From every Tree, Lop, Bark, and part och Timber 
And though we leave it with a root thus hackt, 

The Air will drink the Sap. To every _ 

Where this is queſtion'd, ſend our Letters, wi 


Free pardon to each Man that has den 4 
— orce of this Commiſſion; pray to't, 


put it to your Care. . 

Wol. A word with you. [ To the Secretary. 
Let there be Letters writ to every Shire 

Of the King's Grace and Pardon; the griey'd Commons 
Hardly conceive of me. Let it be nois d. 
That through our Iuterceſſion, this Revokement 


Further in the Proceeding. [Exit Secretary. 
Enter Surveyor. 
Lueen. 1 am ſorry that the Duke of Buckingham 
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The Gent eman is Learn d, and a moſt rare Speaker, 
To Nature none more bound, his training ſuch, 
That he may furniſh and inſtruct great Teachers, 
And never ſeck for Aid out of himſelf; yet ler, 
When theſe ſo Noble Benefits ſha!l prove 

Not well diſpos'd, the Mind growing once corrupt, 
They turn to vicious Forms. ten times more ugly 
Than ever they were fair. This Man ſo compleat, 
Who was enroll'd mongſt Wonders; and when we 
Almoſt with raviſht liſtning, could not find 

His hour of Speech, a minute; He, my Lady, 

Hath into monſtrous babits put the Graces 

That once were hit, and is become as black, 

As if beſmear'd in Hell, Sit by us, you ſhall hear 
(This was his Gentleman in truſt) of him 

Things to ſtrike Honour fad. Bid bim recount 

To force-recited Practices, whereot 

We cannot feel too little, bear too much. 

Mul. Stand forth, and with bold Spirit relate, what ycu, 
Moſt like a careful Subject. have collected 
Out of the Duke of Buckimgham. | 

King. Speak freely. 

Surv. Firſt, it was viual with him every day, 
It would inte& his Speech. that if the King 
Should withaut Iſſue dye, hcl] carry it fo 
To make the Scepter his. Theſe very Words 
I've heard him utter to his Son-in-law, 

Lord Averganny, to whom by Oath he menac'd 
Revenge upon the Cardinal, 

ol. Pleaſe your Highneſs, note 
1s dangerous Conception in this Point, 
Not triended by his wiſh to your high Perſon ; 
His will is moſt malignant, and it ſtretches 
Beyond you to your Friends. 

Den. My learned Lord Cardinal, 
Dehler all with Charity. 

Arg. Speak on; 

How grounded be his Title to the Crown 
Upon our fail? to this point haſt thou heard him, 
At any time ipeak ought ? 


— 


. 


Whom after, under the Commiſſions Seal, 


For him to ruminate on this fo far, until 


It forg d him {ome Deſi gn, which, being belie ,d, 


King Hznay VII. 

Surv. He was brought to this, 

By a vain Propheſie of Nicolas enton. 

King. What was that Henton ? 

Surv. Sir, a Chartreux Friar, 

His Confeſſor, who ted him every minute 
With words of Sovereignty, 

King. How know* thou this? 

Surv, Not long before your Highneſs ſped to France, 
The Duke being at the Roſe, within the Parilh 
S. Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 
What was the Speech among the Londoners 
Concerning the French Journcy, I reply'd, 
Men fear the French would prove perhidious 
To the King's danger; preſently the Duke 
Sud, *cvyas the fear indeed, and that he doubted 
Twould prove the verity ot certain Words 
Spoke by a holy Monk, that oft, ſays he, 
Hath ſent to me, wiſhing me to permit 
John de la Car, my Chaplain, a choice hour 
To hear from him a Matter of ſome moment: 


He ſolemaly had ſworn, that what he ſpoke 
My Chaplain to no Creature living but 
To me, ſhou!d utter, with demure Confidence, 
Thus pauſingly enſu'd; neither the King, nor's Heirs 
(Tell you the Duk-) ſhuil proſper, bid him ſtrive 
To gain the lave yh" Commonalty, tac Duke 
Saall govern Ergland —— 
Juen If | know you well. 
You were the Duke's. Surveyor, and loſt yaur Office 
Oa the complaint otb' Tenan's; take go d heed 
You charge not in your Spleen a Noble Perſon, 
And fpoil your Noble Soul, I fay, take heed; 
Yes, heartily I beſeec' you. 
King. Let him on, Go torward. 
Surv. On my Soul, PII ſpeak but truth, 4 
I told my Lord the Duke, by ti De il's Illuſiuns 4 
The Monk mig'w be decei d, and that *cwas dang*rous 
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It was much like to do: He anfwer'd, Tuſh, 


"It : adding further, 
That had the King in E. ft reg fat, 


Sir Thomas Lovel's Heads 


gone off. 


The Cardinal's 
- Should have 


fo rank? Ah, 5a 


King. Ha! What, 


canſt thou ſay further? 


= 


s Milchief in this Man; 


|; .lremember of ſucha time, being my ſworn Servant, 


"The Duke retain'd him his. But on; what hence? 


. If, quoth he, I for this Deed had been committed 


hought; I would have plaid 


y Father 


to the Tower, | t 


Part m 


upon 


meant to Act 


may 
Priſon? 
ng 


des, Madam, 


And this Man out of 


Highneſs live in freedom, 
more would out of thee; 


Duke his Father with the Knite, 


s ſomethi 


God mend all. 
There 


Queen. 
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SCENE II. 


Enter Lord Chamberlain, and Lord Sands. 


Cham. lot poſſible the Spells of France ſhould juggle 
Men into ſuch ſtrange Myſteries ? 


Nay let em be unmanly, yet are follow d. 
e 
Have got by the laſt Voyage, is but meerly 
A fit 88 o th' Face, a are ſhrewd ones; 
For when they hold em, you would ſwear | 
Their very Noſes had been Counſellors 
To Pepin or Clotharius. they keep State fo. 
Sands. They have all new Legs, 
And lame ones; one would take it, ; 
That never fee 'em pace before, the Sgavin, 
A Spring-halt, reign'd among 'em. 
— Death! in Lord. a 
Their Cloaths are after ſuch a Pagan Cut tao, 
That fure th'have worn out Chri m: How now?” 
What News, Sir Thomas Lovell? 
Enter Sir Thomas Lovell. 
Lov. *Faith, my Lord, 
I hear of none, but the new Proclamation 
That's clap'd upon the Court Gate. *# 
Cham. What is'r for? 
Lov. The Reformation of our travell'd Gallants, 
That fill the Court with Quarrels, Talk and Tailors; - 
Cham I'm glad *tis there; 
Now I pray our Monſieurs 
To think an E Caurtier may be wiſe, 
And never fee the Louvre. 
Lov. They muſt either 
(For ſo run the Conditions) leave thoſe Remnant; 
Of Fool and Feather, that they got in France, - 
With all their honourable Points of Ignorance 
uning thereupon, as Fighrs and — 
Abuling better Men than they can be 


F 3 Out 
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Out of a foreign Wiſdom, renouneing clean 
The Faith they have in Tennis ond 1 Stockings, 
Short bolfired Breeches, and thoſe types of Trasc!, 
And underſtand again like honeſt Men; : 
Or park to their old Play-fellows, there I take it, 
They may, Cum Privilegio, wear away 
The Lag-end of their Lewdneſs, and be laugh'd at. 
Sands. Tis time to give them Phyfick, their Diſeaſes 
Are grown. ſo. catching. 
Cham. What a loſs our Ladies 
Will have of theſe trim Vanities ? 
Lov. Ay marry, 
There will be wo indeed, Lords, the fly Whoreſons 
Have got a ſpeeding Trick to lay down Ladies: 
A French Song and 2 Fiddle, has no Fellow. 
Sands. The Devil fiddle 'em ; 
I am glad they are going, 
For ſure there's 2 em: Now 
An honeſt Country Lord, as 1 am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain Song, 
And have an hour of hearing, and by'r Lady 
Held currant Muſick too. 
Cham. Well laid, Lord Sands, 
Yeur Colts Tooth is not caſt yet? 
Sands. No, my Lord, 
Nor ſhall not, while I have a Stump. 
Cam. Sir Thomas 
Whether are you a- going? 
Lov. To the Cardinal's; 
Your Lordſhip is a Gueſt roo. 
Cham. O, tis true; 
This Night he makes a Supper, and a great one, 
To many Lords and Ladies; there will be 
The Beauty of this Kingdom, I'll aſſure you 
Lov. That Churchman 
Bears a bounteous mind indeed, 
A hand as fruitiul as the Land that feeds us, 
His Dew falls every where. 
Cham. No doubt, he's noble; 
- He had a black Mouth that faid other of him. 
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gurch. He may, my Lord, h'as wherewithal in him; 
Sparing would ſhew a worſe fin. than ill Doctrine. 
Men of his way ſhould be moſt liberal, 
They are ſet here for Examples. 
Cham. True, they are fo; 8 
But few now give fo great ones: My Barge ſtays; 
Your Lordſhip ſhall along: Gome, good Sic Thomas, 
we ſha'l be late elſe, which 1 would not be. 
For 1 was ſpoke to, with Sir Henry Guilford, 
This Night to be Comptrollers. | 
Sands. 1 am your Lordſhip's. [ Execnt. 


SCENE w. 


Hautboys. A ſmall Table under a State for the Cardinal, s 
longer rabid fr the Gueſts. Then enter Anne Bullen, and 


divers other Ladies and Gentlemen. as Gueſts at one ; 
at another Door enter Sir Henry Guilford. | 


Guil. Ladies, 
A general Welcome from his Grace 
Salutes ye all: This Night he dedicates 
To fair Content, and you: None here he 
In all this noble Bevy, has brought with her 
One Cue abroad: he would have all as merry, | 
As firſt, good Compiny, good Wine, good Welcome, 
Can make good Prople. 

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands and Lovell. 

O my Lord, y are tardy; 
The very thought of this fair Company 
dpd Wirgs to me. 

Cham. You are young, Sir Harry Guilford. 

Sands. Sir Thomas Lovell, had the Carcinal 
But half my Lay-thoughts in him, ſome of theſe 
Shoul-4 find a running Banquet, ere they reſted, 
| think would better pleaſe em: By my Life, 
They are a ſweet Society of fair ones. 

Lov. O that your Lordſhip were but now Confeſſur 
To one or two of theſe. | 

Sands. 1 would I were, 
They ſhould find cali: Penance, * 
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Lov. Faith, how cafic ? 

axach. As cafe © 0 Down Bod wanld aber i 

Cham. Sweet Ladies, will it pleaſe you 
Place' you that fide, Fil take the charge of this: 


His Grace is entring, na maſt not freeze, 
Two Women plac'd makes cold Weather : 


My Lord Sandi, you are one will keep em waking; 
Pray fit between theſe Ladies. 
Sends. By wy Faith, 


And thank your Lordſhi 
If 1 chance to talk a li wild, forgive me: 
I had it from my Father. 

Anne. Was he mad, Sir ? 

Sands. O very mad, exceeding mad, in love too; 


A 
He would kiſs you a breath 
| my Lord: 


Cham. Well Lid 
So now y are fairly ſeated: Gentle men, 


The Penance hes on you, if theſe fair Ladics 


Sir Harry, 


By your leave, ſweet Ladics, | | 
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Shepherds, uſher'd by the Lord Chamberlain. They paſs di- 


? 3 


A Noble Company : what are their 
Cham Becauſe ſpeak no Engliſh, thus they pray d 4 
To tell your Grace, that havi 


beard by Fame 
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| + Ring. n Leer couch. 1 
Till now I never knew thee. [Muſock. 


Pleaſures. | 
Chuſe Ladies, King and Anne Bullen 


And pray em take their 


Mol. My Lord. 
cn Your Grace. 
tell em thus much from me: 
5 — — his Perſon 
More worthy this Place than my felt, to whom, 


I I but knew him, with my end Py 


I would ſurrender it. Fa 2 1 Liſe. 
Cham. | will, — 122 3 | —_— 
l. What fay they ? 4 
Cham. Such a one, they all confeſs, 
There is indeed, which they would bave your Grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 
. Wok Let me ſee then, 
By all your good leaves, Gentiemen, here Fl] make 
My Royal Choice. 
Kite, Yew have ſcund him, Cardinal: 
Vou holds feir Aſſembly, you do well, Lord. 
You are 2 Cliurch-men, or I'll tell ycu, * 
I ſhould ju ge you unhappily. 
Moi. I am glad | 
Four Grace is grown ſo plesſant. 
King My Lord Chamberlain, N 
Prithee come bither, what fair Lady's that? 
Cham. An't pleaſe your Grace, 
Sir Thamas Balla: Daughter, the Viſcount Rechſord, 
One of her Highneſ Women. 
King. By Heav'n ſhe's a dainty one: Sweet heart. 


I were unmannerly to take you uur, [To Anne Bullen; | 


And not to kiſs you. A Health, en, 
Let it go round. 
Mol. Sir Thomas Lovdd, is the Banquet ready 
P th' Privy Chamber? 
Tov, Yes, m 
Wal. Your Grace, 
with Dancing is a little heated. 
„ fear too much. 
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Wol. There's freſher Air, my Lord, 4 
In the next Chamber. | > 
King. Lead in your Ladies every one: Sweet Partner, 
I muſt not yet forſake you; let's be merry, * 


Good my Lord Cardi : 1 have a dozen Healths ,: 
To drink to theſe fair Ladies, and a meaſure | 


To lead em once again, and chen let's dream i 
Who's beſt in Favour, Let the Mufick knock it. 0 
. 


_— 
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ACT l. SCENE I. 
| Enter two Gentlemen as [everal Doors. 
I W Hither away ſo faſt ? 
2 Gen. O, God fave ye: 
Even to the Hall, to hear what ſhall become 
Of the great Duke of Buckingham. 
1 Gen. I'll fave you 
That labour, Sir. All's now done, but the 
Of bringing back the Priſoner. 
2 Gen. Were you there? 
1 Gen Yes indeed was l. 
2 Gen. Pray ſpeak what has 
1 Gen. You may gueſs quickly what. 
2 Gen, Is be found guilty? 
1 Gen, Yes, truly is he, 
And condeman'd upon't. 
2 Gen. I am forry for't.. 
1 Gen. So are a number more. 
2 Gen. But pray how paſt it? 
1 Gen. VI] tell you in a little. The great Duke 
Came to the Bar; where, to his Accuſations 
He pleaded til! Not guilty, and alledged 
Many ſharp Reaſons to deſeat the Law. 
The King's Attorney, on the contrary, | 
Urg d on the Examinations, Proofs, Confeſſions 
Of divers Witneſſts, which the Duke deſir d A 
To have brought v voce te his Face; 


Cergmony 5 


E = 
£I 
his 
1 125 
4. A 
11110 11257 2 
xa, 11 27 + 155 
14443 It 240 Hy $34 1111 14141 
92 i 1 1 1 Bas LS . 


AF 


King Hua VIII. 


444171 
1 


111111 


42 


28 


115 
22211 


15 
121111 


38 83 


151111 11 


„ Tb TEN 
Buck. Sir Thomas Lovell, 1 as free forgive you 
As 1 would be forgiven : I forgive all. 
There cannot be thoſe numberleſs Offences 
*Gainſt me, that I cannot take peace with: 
No black envy ſhall make my Grave. 
Commevd me to his Grace: 
And if he ſpeak of Buckingham, pray tell him, * 
You met him half in Heaven: My Vows and Prayers, 
Yet are the King's; and till my Soul forſake me, 
Shall cry for Meſſings on him. May he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his Years; 
Ever belov'd and loving may his Rule be; 
And when old ti me ſhall lead him to bis end, 
Goodneſs and be fill up one Monument. | 
Lov. To th Water-fide I muſt conduct your Grace, 
Then give my Charge up to Sir Nicholas ( aux, 
Who undertakes you to your end. 
Vaux. Prepare there, 54 | 
The Duke is coming: ſee the Barge be ready, 
And fit it with ſuch Furniture as ſuits 
The greatneſꝭ of his Perſon. 
Buck. Nay, Sir Nicholas, 
Let it alone ; my State now will but mock me. 
When 1 came hither, I was Lord high Conſtable, 
And Duke of-Buckingham; now, poor Edward Bohn ; 
Yet I am richer than my baſe Acculers, 
That never knew what Truth meant; I now feal it; 
And with that Blood will make em one Day proan for & 
My noble Father, Henry of Buckingham, 
Who firſt rais d head againſt U.urping Richard, 
Flying for ſaccour to his Servant Baziſter, 
Being diſtreſt, was by that Wre:ch betray d. 
And without Trial, fell; God's Peace be with him. 
the Seventh ſuccee ding, truly prying 
My Father's loſs, like a moſt Royal Prince 
Reftor'd to me my Honours; and out of Ruins 
Made my Name once mere Noble. Now h's Son, 
Henry the Eighth, Life, Honour, Natae, and all 
That made me happy, at one ſtroke has taken 
Far ever from the World. I had my Trial, 


Ard 


— 8 HH Am wm tc oY. an” =” = wm tm=»nwo 


0» wad 


King Hex N * Vil.” 135 
And muſt needs ſay, a Noble one; which makes me 
A little happier than my wretched Father: _— 
Yet thus far we are one in Fortune, both 
Fell by our Servants, by thoſe Men we lov'd moſt: 
A moſt unnatural and faithleſs Service. 
Heay'n has an end in all: yet, you that hear me, 
This from a dying Man receive as certain: 
Where you are liberal of your Loves and Courifels, 
Be ſure you be not looſe; for thoſe you make Friends 
And give your Hearts to, when they once perceive 
The feaſt rub in your Fortunes, fall away 
Like Water from ye, never found again. 
But where they mean to fink ye; all good People 
Pray for me, I muſt now forſake ye; the laſt hour 
Of my long weary Life is come upon me: os 
Farewel; and when you would ſay ſomething that is fady 
Speak how 1 fell. 1 
I have done; and God forgive me. | 
*  [Exennt Buckingham and Train. 
1 Gen. O, this is full of pity ; Sir, it calls, 
I fear, too many Curſes on their Heads, 
That were the Authors. 
2 Gen, If the Duke be guiltleſs, 
Tis full of woe; yet I can give you inkling 
Of an enſuing evil, if it fall, a, 
Greater than this. 
' 1 Gen. Good Angels keep it from us: 
What may it be? you do not doubt my Faith, Sir # 

2 Gen. This Secret is ſo weighty, twill require © + 
A ſtrong Faith to conceal it. nw 

Gen. Let me have it; 4 
do not talk much, 

2 Gen. I am confident; $a rd 
You ſhall, Sir; Did you not of late Days heat = 
A buzzing, of a Separation, zt-1 
Between the King and Katharine ? 

- I 1 Yes, bat it held not; | 
or when the King once heard it, out of Anę 
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doing; the King- Cardinal: 


Prieſt, like the eldeſt Son of Fortune, 
Turns what he liſt, The King will know him one Day. 
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I. ye like one before him, to be faſhion'd 
Into what pitch he pleaſe. 
Suf. For me, my Lords, 
I love him no-, nor fear him, there's my Creed: 
1 am made without him, ſo I'll Rand, 
the King ; his Curſes and his Bleſſings 
Touch me alike; th are breath 1 not believe in. 
I knew him, and 1 know him; fo I leave him 
To him that made him proud, the Pope. 
Nor. Let's in; 
And with ſome other Buſineſs, put the King 
From tht ſe fad that work too much upon him; 
My Lord, you'll bear us company? 
Cham. Excuſe me, | 
The King has ſent me other-where: Beſides 
You'll find a moſt unfic time to diſturb him: 
Health to your Lordfhips. [ Exit Lord Chamberlain. 
Nor. Thanks, my good Lord Chamberlain. | 
IVEY). 
Sigf. How ſad VET, IP? 
King. Who's there? Ha?- 
Nor, Pray God; he be not angry. 
King. Who's there, I (ay ? how Gare you thruſt your ſclva 
Into my private Meditatious? 
Who am 1? ha? 
Nor. A gracious King, that pardons all Off-nces 
Malice ne'er meant: Our breach of Duty this way, 
Is Buſineſs of Eftate; in which, we come 
To know your Royal Pleaſure. 
King. Ye are too bold: 
Go to; I'll make ye know your times of Buſineſs: 
Is this an hour for temporal Affairs? ha? 
Enter Wolſey, and Campeius the Pope's Legat, with & 
Commi 
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King Hevn VII. By 
Sir, cannot: | | 
| would 272 give us but an hour 


of private Conference. | : 
King. We are buſſe; go. | 5 
Nor. This Prieſt has no Pride in him: 
Suf. Not to ſpeak of: ; ; 
| would not be ſo fick though, for his place: | a 


But this cannot continue. 

Nor. It it do, I'll venture one heave at him, . 

Suf. I another. [Exexnt Norfolk and Suffolk. 

mol. Your Grace has given a Precedent of Wiſdom 
Above all Princes, in committing freel 
Your ſcruple to the Voice of Chridendom: 

Whop' can be angry now? what Envy reach you? 

The Spaniard, ty'd by Blood and Favour to her, 

Muſt now confeſs, it they have any Goodneſs, 

The Trial juſt and noble. All the Clerks, 

ln mean the learned ones in Chriſtian Kingdoms, 

Hare their free Voice. Rome, the Nurſe of Judgment, 
Invited by your Noble felf, hath ſent | 
One general Tongue unto us, this good Man, 

This juſt ard learned Prieft, Cardinal Campeites, 

Whom once more I prefent unto your Highneſs. | 

King. And once more in mine Arms I bid him welcome, 
Aud thank the holy Conclave for their Loves, 

They have ſent me ſuch a Man 1 would have wiſh'd for. 
Cam. Your Grace muſt needs deſerve all Strangers loves, 

You are fo Noble: To your Highneſs' Hand 
tender my Commiſſion; by whoſe virtue, 2 
The Court of Rome commanding, Y ou, my Lord, 
Cardinal of York; are join'd with me, their Servant, 

In the unparcial judging of this Buſineſs, 

King. Two equal Men: The Queen thall be acquainted 
Forthwith for what you come. Where's Gardiner ? 
Hol. I know your Majeſty has always lov'd her 
So dear in Heart, not to deny her that. 

A Woman of leſs Place might a k by Law, 

Scholars allow'd, freely to argue for her. | 

© King, Ay." and the beſt ſhe ſhall have; and my Favour 
0 him that does beſt, God forbid elſe; Cardinal, 


Ring Henn VIIL 14 
SCENE I. 


Enter Anne Bullen, and an old Lady. 
; Anne. Not for that neither----here's the pang that 


Still growing in a Majeſty and Pomp, the which 

To leave, a thouſand fold more bitter, than 
'Tis ſweet at firſt acquire. After this Proceſs, 

To give her the Avaunt, it is a pity 

Would move a Monſter. 


"Pe I. LIFE of. 


Which, to ſay ſooth, are Bleſſings; and which Gifts 
| inting) the Capacity 


Of 2 Chiverel Conſcience would reccive, 


If you might pleaſe to ſtretch it. 
. — wo good troth | 

Old. Yes, trothand troth; you would not be a Queen? 

Anne. No. not for all the Riches under Heav'n. 

Old L. Tis ſtrange; a three-pence bow'd now would 
Old as I am, to Queen it; but I pray»you. (hire me, 
What think you of 2 Dutcheſs? have you Limbs 
To bear that load of Title ? 

Anne. No, in truth. 

Old L. Then you are weakly made, pluck off a little, 

I would not be a young Count in your way, 
For more than bluſhing comes to: If your Back 
Cannot vouchſate this Burthen, 'tis too weak 
Ever to pet a Boy. | 

Anne How do you talk! | 
I ſwear again, I would not be a Queen 
For all the World. 

Old. In faith for little England 
You'll venture an emballing: I my ſelt 
Would for Carnarvanſhire, although there long' 

No more to th' Crown but that. Lo. who comes here? 
Enter Lord Chamberlain. 
Cham.Good- Morrow. Ladies; what were't worth to know 
The ſecret of your Conterence ? 
Anne. My good Lord, 
Not your demand; it values not yoar asking: 
Our Miſtreſs Sorrows we were pity ing. 

Cham. It was a gen le Buſineis, and becoming 
The action of Women, there is hop 
All will be * —— 

Ame. Now | pray God. Amen. | 

Cham. You bear a gentle Mind, and heavenly Bleſſings 
Follow fuch Creatures. That you may, tair Lady, 
Perceive | ſpeak ſincerely, and high Notes 
Ta en of your many Virtues; the King's Majeſty 
Commerds his good Opinion of you, to you; ard 
Does purpoſe Honour to you ne lefs flowing 


N n | 
King Hrn VA. 6 bo 
Than Marchioneſs of Pembrook; to which Title | 
A thouſand pound a Year, Annual Support, | 
Out of his Grace, he adds, # 4 
Anne. 1 do not know . 
Vhat kind of my Obedience. I ſhould tender; 
More than my All, is nothing: Nor my Prayers 
Are not Words duly hallowed, nor my Wiſſ es * 
More worth than empty Vanities; yet Prayers and Wiſhes 
e | Arcall I can return. h your Lordfhip, - 
Vouchſafe to ſpeak my Thanks, and my Obedience, 
As from a bluſhing Handmaid to his Highnels ; 
Whoſe Health and Royalty 1 pray for. 
Cham. Lady; 
] ſhall not fail ta e the fair Coneeit 
The King hath of you. I have perus'd her well, 
Beauty and Honour in her are fo mingled, 
That they have caught the King; and who knows yet, 
But from this Lidy may proceed a Gem, 
To lighten all this Iſle? I tothe King, 
And tay I fpoke with you. Exit Chamberlain. 
Anme. My honour'd Lord. 
L. Why this it is: See, ſee, 
I have been begging fixteen Years in Court 
e m yet a Court er beggarly) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early, and too late 
ow For any fait of Pounds; and you, oh fate, 
A very freſh Fiſh bere; fie, fie, fic upon 
| This compell'd Fortune, have your Mouth fill'd up, 
| Before you open it. 
Anme. This is ſtrange to me. 
0:4 L. How taſtes it? Is it bitter? Forty Pence, no: 
There was an old Lady once ('ris in old Story) 
That would not be a Queen, that would ſhe not, 
For all the mud in Egype; have you heard it? 
ag Anne. Come, you are pleaſant. 
OWL. With your Theme, I could 
Oer. mount the Lark ; the Marchioneſs of Pembroci ? 
A thouſand pounds a Year, for pure Reſpect? 
No other Obligation? But my Lite. 
That promiſes more thouſands: Honcur's train 


* 
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If this falute my Blood a jot; it faints me 
To think what follows. 
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OldL. What do you think me [ Exem, 


SCENE IV. 


Sonnet, and Cornet. Enter two Vergers, with ſhort 
ands; next them two Scribes in the habits of Do 
: After them, the Biſhop of Canter bury alone; after 
| Ely, Rocheſter, and . 
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Sir, 1 defire you to do me Right and Juſtice, 

And to beſtow your Pity on me; for 

Iam a moſt poor Woman. and a Stranger, 

Born out of your Dominions; having here 

No Judge indifferent, nor no more aſſurance 

of Frxendſhip and Proceeding. Alas, Sir, 

In have 1 off-nded you? — 

Hath my Behaviour given to your Di ure, 

That thus you — to put me off, 

And take your good Grace from me? Heav'n witneſs, 

I have been to you a true and humble Wite, | 

At all times to your Will conformable : 

Ever in fear to kindle your diſlike, 

Yea. fubje to your Countenance ; or ſorry, 

As I aw it inclin'd : when was the 

I ever contradicted your Deſire ? 

Or made it not mine too? Or which of your Friends 

Have I not ftrove to Love, although l knew 

He were mine Enemy? What Friend of mine, 

That had to him deriv'd your Anger. did 1 

Continue in my Liking ? nay, gave notice 

He was from thence diſcharg'd? Sir, call to mind, 

That I have been your Wife, in this Obedience, 

Upward of twenty Years, and have been bleſt 

With many Children by you. If in the courſe 

And proceſs of this time you can report, 

And prove it too, againſt mine Honour 

My bond of Wedlock, or my Love and Duty 

Againſt your Sacred Perſon; in God's Name 

Turn me away; and let foul'ſt Contempt 
Vor. v. G 


Shut door me, and ſo give me up 
To the fart kind of Juſtice. Pleaſe you, Sir, 
Th: Kirg your Father, was reputed for 
A Prince moſt prudent, and an excellent 
And unmatch'd Wit and Judgment. Ferdinand 
My Father, King of Spain was reckor.'d one 
The wiſeſt Prince, that there had reign'd, by many 
A Year before. It is not to be queſtion d, 
That they had gather'd a wiſe Council to them 
Of every Realm, that did debate this Buſineſs, 
Who deem'd our Marriage lawful. Wheretore J humbly 
Beſeech you, Sir, to ſpare me, ill I may 
Be by my Friends in Spain advis d; whote Counſel 
I will implore. If not. ich name of God 
Your pleaſure be fulfi “d. 

Hol. You have here, Lady, 

(And ot your choice) theſe Reverend Fathers, Men 
Of fingular Integrity and Learning: 

Yea, the elect och Land, who are aſſembled 

To plead your Cauſe. It fall be therefore bootich, 
That longer you defer the Court, as well 

For your own quiet, as to rectific 

What is unſettled in the King 

Cam. His Grace 
Hith ſpoken well, and july ; therefore, Madam, 
It's fic this Royal Seſſion do proct ed, 

And that, without delay, their Arguments 
Be row preduc'd, and heud. 

Lucen. Lord Cardin. to you | {eak. 

ol. Your pleaſure, Mudarn, 

Deen, Sir, | am about to weep; but thinking that 
We ares a Queen, or long have die md ſo, certain 
The Daughter of a King, my drops ut Tears 
U turn to ſparks of Fire 

4 ol, Le patient yet 


Qaen. 1 wil, when you are humble; nay Lefore, 
Or God will puniſh me. I do believe, 
Incuc'd by potent Circumſtances, that 
You are mine Enemy, and make my Challenge, 
You iu! not be my Judge, For it is you 
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"Dave blown this Coal, betwixt my Lord and me, 
Which God's dew quench; therefore, I fay again, 
er ES, an 
ou for my ju » W 

| hold my moſt 4 — Foe, and think not 
At all a Friend to Truth. 

ol. I do 1 ane 
You . not like your ſelf, who ever yet 
— 2 to Charicy, and diſplay*d th' eficts 
Of Diſpoſition gentle, and of Wiſdom ; 
Cer-topping Woman's power. Madam, youdo me wrong, 
I have no Splecn againſt you, nor Injuliice 
For you, or any; how far I have procceded, 
Or how far further ſhall, is warranted 
By a Commiſſion from the Conſiſtory. 
Ya, the whole Conſiſtory of Rome. You charge me, 
That I have blown this Coal, 1 do deny it, 
The King is preſent; It it be known to him, 
That | gainſay my Deed, how may he wound, 
And worthily, my Falſhood? yea, as much 
As you have dene my Truth, It he know 
That I am tice of your Report, he knows 
am not of your Wrong. Therefore in him 
I: lyes to cure me, and the Cure is to 
Remove the ſe choughts from you. The which beſore 
His High ess 1:1! {peak in, I do beſcech 
You, gracious Madam, to unthink your ſpeaking, 
Aud to fay no more. 

Seen. My Lord, my Lord, 
I am a tirmp'e Woman, much too weak | 
Toppoſe your Cunning. Y'are meck, and humble mouth'd, 
You lian your Place and Cilling, in tull ſeeming, 
Wih Mecknets and Humility ; but your Heart 
Is cramm'd with Arrogance, with Spleen and Pride. 
You have by Fortune and his Highne's Favours, 
Gone flight! ver lo Steps, and now are mounted 


re Powers are your Retainers, aud your Words, 
Domellicks to yu, ſerve your Will, as*c picrſe 
Your {eli prondunce their Office. I malt tell you, 
You tender more your Perſon Honour, than 
70% Your 
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Your Profeſſion Spiritual. That 
2 Judge. and here 
Before you all. Appeal unto the Pope. 
To bring my whole Cauſe fore his Holineſs, 
And to be judg'd by him. | 
[She curtſies to the King and offers to depart, 

Can. The Queen is obſtinate, 

-Stubborn to Juſtice, apt to accuſe it, and 
Diſdainful to be try*d by't; tis not well. 
She's going away. 

King. Call her again. 

. Katherme, Queen of Exg/and, come into the Court, 

her. Madam, you are cal'd back. , 

Oween. What need ycu note it? eep your 
When you are cal''d, reurn. New Lord help, * 
They vex me paſt my Patience-----pray you paſs on; 

I will not tarry; no, nor ever more ; 
Upon this buſineſs my appearance make 
In any of their Courts. 

Eren Queen, and her Attendanks 

King. Go thy ways, Kate, 

That Man ith” World, who ſhall report he has 
Wife, let him in nought be truſted, 
ing falſc in that ; thou art alone, 


to your Highneſs, or 
r way, Which might 
on't; or eyer 
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— of her preſent State, 


n 


yea, upon mine Honour, 
free you from t: You are not to be taught, 
That you have many Enemies, that know not 
Why they are ſo, but like the Vi Curs, 
Bark when their fellows do. By fome of theſe 
The Queen is put in anger; y are excus d: 
But will you be more juſtity'! ? You ever 
Hare w. d the fleeping of this Buſineſs, never delir'd 
h It to be ſticr'd; but oft have hindred, oft, 
82 made towards it; en my Honour 
m Lord Cardinal, to this point; 
And thus — him. Now, what mov'd me tot. 
will be bold with time and your attention: 
« | Then mark th' inducement. Thus it came; give heed tot 
My Conſcience firſt receiv'd a tenderneſs, 
Scruple, and prick, on certain Speeches utter'd 
By the Biſhop of Bayer», then French Ambaſſador, 
Who had been bither ſent on the debating 
A Marriage *twixt the Duke of Orleans, and 
Our Daughter Mary: Ich* Progreſs of this buſineſs, 
Fer a determinate Reſolution, he, 
I mean the Biſhop, did require a reſpite, 
Whereia be might the Kine bis Lord advertile, 
Whether our Daugh er were Legitimate, 
Reſpecting this our Marriage with the 
Sometime our Brother's Wife. This reſpite - 
Tac boſom of my Conſcience, enter d m, 
Yea, with a ſplitting Power, and made tet emble 
The region of my Breaſt, which fore d ſucu way, 
That many maz'd Conſiderings did throng 
And preſt in with this Caution. Firſt, methouglit 
| flood not in the ſmile of Heav'n, who had 
Commanded Nature, that my Lady's Womb, 
lf it conceiv'd a Male-child by me, ſhould 
Do no more Offices of Life tot, than 
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The Grave does to the Dead; for her Male · Iſſue, 
Or died where they were made, or ſhortly after | 
This World had air'd them. Hence I took a thought, 
This was a Judgment on me, that my Kingdom, 
Well worthy the beſt Heir o'th' World, ſhould not 
Be glad in't by me. Then follows, that 
1 weigh'd the Danger which my Realms flood in 
By this my Iſſues fail, and that gave to me 
Many a groaning throw; thus hulling in 
The wild Sea of my Conſcience, I di ſteer 
Towards this Remedy, whereupon we are 
Now preſent here together; that's to ſay, 
I meant to rectiſie my Conſcience, which 
I then did feel full fick, and yet not well, 
By all the Reverend Fathers of the Land, 
And Doctors learn'd. Firſt, I began in private, 
With you, my Lord of Lincoln; you remember 
How under my I did reel, 
When 1 firſt yy you. 

Lin. Very well, my Liege. 

mg. I have ſpoke be pleas'd ſelf to ſay 

How far you ſatisfy'd — : a 

Lin. So pleaſe your Highneſs, 
The Queſtion did at firſt to ſtagger me, 
Bearing a ſtate of mighty moment in, 
And conſequence of dread, that I committe.! 
The daring ſt Councel which I h:4 to doubt. 
And did intreat your _— to this Courle, 
Which you ace running 

King. I then mov'd you, 
My Lord of Canterbury, and got your leave 
To make this preſent Summons unſollicited. 
I left no reverend Perſon in this Court, 
But by particular conſent proceeded 
Under your Hands and Seals; therefore go on, 
For no diſlike 'th* World againſt the Perſon 
Of our Queen, but the thorny Points 
Of my alledged Reaſons, drives this forward: 
Prove but our Marriage lawful, by my Life 
And kingly Dignity, we are contented 
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To wear our mortal State to come, with her 
(Katherine our Queen) before the primeſt Creature 
That's Paragon'd o th' World. 
Cam. So pleaſe your Highneſs, 
The Queen being abſen , tis a needful fitneſs, 
That we Adjourn this Court to a further day; 
Mean while muſt be an earneſt motion 
Made to the Queen, to call back her Appeal 
She intends unto his Holineſs. 

mz. I ma ceive 
mt Cardindhs wise with me: I abhor 
This dilatory Sluth, and Tricks of Rome. 
My learn'd and well belov'd Servant Craumer, 
Prithee return; with thy approach, I know, 
1 comes along; break up the Court: 
I ay, ſet on. Exennt, in manner as they enter d. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


Enter Dueen and her Women, as at Work. 
Aen. TAKE thy Late, Weneb, 

My Soul grows fad with Troubles, 
Sing, and diſperſe em if thou canſt leave working. 
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Rpheus, with his Lute, made Trees, 
And the Mountain tops, that freeze 
Bow themſelves when he did ſing. 
To bis Muſick, Plants and Flowers 
Ever ſpring, as Sun and Showers 
There had made a laſting Spring. 
Every thing that heard bim play. 
Even the Billows of the Sea. 
Hung their Heads, and then lay by. 
In ſweet Muſick is ſuch Art, 
Killing Care, and Grief of Heart, 
Fall aflzep, or hearing die. 
G 4 Euter 
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Enter a Gentleman. 


un. How now ? 
Gent. And't pleaſe yaur Grace, the two great Cardingl 
uy | - - IR ANIM 
Deen. W they ſpeak with me? 
Gent. They will'd me ſay fo, Madam. 
Lneen. Pray their Graces 
To come near; what can be their Buſineſs 
With me, a poor weak Woman, fall'n from Favour? 
I do not like their coming. Now I think on't, | 
They ſhould be good Men, their Affairs are Righteous, 
Bur, All Hoods make not Monks. 
Emter the Cardinals Wolſey and Campeius. 
Wal. Peace to your Highneſs. 
ween Your Graces find me here part of a Houſe-wife, 
(1 would be all) againſt the worſt may happen 
What are your Pleaſures with me, Reverend Lords? 
Wol. May it pleaſe you, Noble Madam, to withdraw 
Into your private Chamber, we ſhall give you 
The tull cauſe of our coming. 
Deen. Speak it here. 
There's nothing I have done yet 
Deſerves a Corner; would all o 
Could ſpeak this with as free a Soul, es 1 
My Lords, I care not (ſo much I am happy 
_— _ 
Were try every , every E 
Buer un ub Option Bo att em? 
I know my Life ſo even. It your Buſineſs 
Seck me out, and that way 1 am wiſe in; 
Out wi it boldly : Truth loves open Dealing. 
Hol Tana «ft erga te mentis mtegritas, Regina Sereniſſama. -- 
Queen. 8 Lord, no Latin * 
I am not ſuch a Truant fince my coming, 
As not to know the Language I have liv'd in: 
A ſtrange Tongue makes my cauſe more , ſuſpici 
Pray ſpeak in Engliſh; here are ſome will you, 
It yuu ſpeak truth, for their poor Miſtreſs fake; 
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Believe me ſhe has had much wrong. Lord Cardinal, 
May 
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The willing'ſt Sin I ever yet committed, 
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May be abſolv'd in Engli/h. 
Wol. Noble Lady, 
1 am ſorry my Integrity ſhould, breed 
(And Service to his Majeſty and you) 
80 deep Suſpicion, where all Faith was meant; 
We come not by the way of Accuſation, 
To taint that Honour every good Tongue ble ſſes; 
Nor to betray you any way to Sorrow, 
You have too much, good Lady: But to know 
How you ſtand minded in the weighty Difference 
Between the King and you, and to deliver, 
Like free and honeſt Men, our juſt Opinions, 
And comforts to your Cauſe. 
Cam. Moſt honoured Madam, 
My Lord of York, out of his noble Nature, 
Zeal and Obedience, he till bore your Grace, 
Forgetting, like a good Man. your late Cenſure 
of his Truth and him, (which was too tar} 
Offers, as I do, in a ſign of Peace, 
His Service and his Counſel. 
To betray me. 
My Lords, 1 thank you both for your good Wills, 
Ye ſpeak like honeſt Men, pray God ye prove to, 
But how to make ye ſuddenly an Anſwer 
In ſuch a point of weight, ſs near mine Honour, 
(More near my Life, | fear) with my weak Wit, 
And to ſuch Men of Gravity and Learning; 
In truth | know not. I was ſet at work 
Among my Maids, full little. God knows, looking 
Either for ſuch Men, or ſuch Buſineſs; 
For her fake that I have been, for I feel 
The laſt fir of my Greatneſs, good your Graces, 
Let me have Time and Council for my Cauſe: 
Alas, I am a Woman friendleſs, hopeleſs. 
1 — Madam, 
ou wrong the King's Love with thoſe Fears, 
Your Hopes and Friends are infinite. 
een. In England. 
But little for my profit : Can you think, Lords, 
That any Engly/b Man dare give me Counſel ? 
| G Fo Or 
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Or be a known Friend gainſt his Highneſs Pleaſure; 
Though he be grown fo deſperate to be hon ſt, 
And live a Subject? Nay forſooth, my Friends, 
They that muſt weigh out my Afflictions. 
They that my truſt muſt grow to, live not here, 
They are, as all my other Comforts are, far hence 
In mine own Country Lords. | 
Cam. I would your Grace 
Would leave yuur Griefs, and take my Counſel. 
ween, How, Sir? 
Cam. Put your main Cauſe into the King's Protectiot 
He's loving and moſt gracious. "Twill be much 
Both for your Honour better, and your Cauſe : 
For if the Trial of the Law oer- ye, 
You'll part away diſgrac'd. 
. He tells you rightly. 
een. Ye tell me what ye wiſh for both, my Ruin: 
Is this your Chriſtian Counſe!? Out upon ye, 
Heav'n is above all yet; there fits a Judge, 
That no King can corrupt. 
Cam. Your Rage miltakes us. 
Deen. The more ſhame for ye; holy Men thought je, 
Uzou my Soul, two reverend Cardinal Virtues; 
But Cardinal Sins, and hollow Hearts, 1 fear ye: 
Mend em for ſhame, my Lords: Is this your comfort! 
The Cordial that ye bring a wretched Lady ? 
A Woman loft among ye, laugh'd at, ſcorn'd ? 
I will not wiſh ye halt my Miſeries, 
I have more Charity. But fay | warn'd ye; 
Take hced, for Heav'ns fake take heed, left at once 
The burthen of my Sorrows fall upon ye. p 
Hol. Madam, this is a meer Diilraction, 
You turn the Good we offer into Envy. 
Deen. Ye turn me into nothing. Wo upon ye, 
And all ſuch falſe Proſe ſſurs. Would you have me 
(If you have any Jaſtice, any Pity, 
If ye be any thing, but Churchmens Habits) 
Put my fick Cauſe into his Hands that hates me ? 
Alas, has bat ſh'd me his Bed already, 
His Love OO, long 580. I am old, my Lords, 
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And all the Fellowſhip I hold now with him 
Is only by Obedience. What can happen 
To me, above this wretchedneſs? All your Studies 
Make me a Curſe. like this. 
Cam. Your fears are worſe. —— 
Have 1 liv'd thus long (let me ſpeak my ſelf, 
Since Virtue finds no Friends) a Wite, a true one? 
A Woman (I dare ſay without Vain glory) 
Never yet branded with Suſpicion ? 
Have l, with all my full Affections 
Still met the King? lov'd him next Heav'n, obey'd him? 
Been, out of fondneſs, ſuperſtitious to him? 
Almoſt forgot my Prayers to content him: 
And am I thus rewarded? 'tis not well. Lords. 
Bring me a conſtant Woman to her Husband, 
One that ne er dream d a Joy. beyond his pleaſure: 
And to that Woman, when ſhe has done moſt, 
Yer will I add an Honour, a great Patience. 
Hel. Madam, you wander trom the good we aim ar. 
Dueen. My Lord, I dare not make my ſelf fo guilty, 
To give up willingly that noble Title 
Your Maſter wed me to: Nothing but Death 
Shall e er divorce my Dignities. 
Hel. Pray, hear me 
Deen Would 1 had never trod this Exgliſu Earth, 
Or delt the Flarteries that grow upon it 
Ye have \ngels Faces, but Heav'a knows your Hearts. 
What ſhall become of me now! wretched Lady! 
| am the moſt unhappy Woman living. 
Alas, poor Wenches, where are nov your Fortunes? 
[ To her Women. 
Ship-wrack'd upon a Kingdom, where no Pity, 
NoFricads, no Hope, no Kindred weep for me! 
Almoſt no Grave allow'd mc! like the Lilly, 
That once was Mittreſs of the Field, and flouriſh'd, 
Ill hang my Head, and periſh. 
Wal. If your Grace 
Could but be brought to know our Ends are honeſt, 
You'll feel more comfort. Why ſhou!d we, good Lady, 
Upon what cauſe wrong you? Alas, our Places, DAY 
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The of our Profeſſion is againſt it: 
Wo ce hs wn ht Deas, cot ts hee 'erm. 0 
For goodneſs ſake conſider what you do, 
How you may hurt your ſelf. ay, utterly x N 
Grow from the King's Acquiintance, by this Carriage 
The Hearts of Princes kiſs Obedience, 
So much they love it: But to ſtubborn Spirits, 

{ 


They ſwell and grow as terrible as Storms. 

I know you have a gentle, noble Temper, 

A Soul a: even as a Calm; pray think us, 

Thoſe we profeſs, Peace-makers, Friends and Servants. 

Cam. Madam, you'll find it ſo: | 
You wrong your Virtues | 
With theſe weak Womens fears. A Noble Spirit, 

As yours was, 32 you ever caſts 
Such coubts as Coin from it. The King loves you 
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Sur. I am joyful 

To meet the leaſt Occafion that may give me 
Remembrance of my Father-in-law the Duke, 
To be reveng'd on him, 

Suf. Which of the Peers 

Have uncontemn'd gone by him, or at leaſt 
Strangely negleted ? When did he regard 
The Ramp of Nobleneſs in any Perſon 


Out of himſelf? 
Cham. My Lords. you ſpeak your Pleaſures: 
What he of you and me, I know: 


What we can do to him (t now the time 
Give way to us) I much fear. If you cannot 
Bar his acceſs to th' King, never attempt 

Any thing on him; for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the King in's Tongue. 

Nor. O fear him nor, 
His Spell in that is out; the King hath found 
Matter againſt him that for ever mars 
, The Hony of bis Language. No, he's ſettled, 
Not to come off, in his high Diſpleaſure 


Sur. Sir, 


I ſhould be glad to hear ſuch News as this 
Once every hour. 

Nor. Believe it this is true. 

In the Divorce, his coutrary Proceedings 
Are all unfolded; wherein appears, 
As | would wiſh my Enemy. 

_ Sur. How came 

His Practices to light? 

Suf. Moſt ftrangely. 

Sur. O how ? how? 

Saf. The Cardinal's Letters to the Pope miſcarried, 
And came to th Eye o'th' King, wherein was read, 
How that the Cardinal did intreat his Holineſs 
To ſtay the Judgment o'th' Divorce; for if 
It did take place, 1 do, quoth he, perceive 
My King is tangled in Affection, to 
A Creature of the Queen's, Lady Anne Bullen. 

Sur. Ha's the King this? 
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Saf. Believe it. 
Sur. Will this Work ? 

Cham, The King in this perceives him, how he coaſts 
And hedges his own way. But in this Point, 
All kis tricks founder, and he brings his Pbyfick 
After his Patient's death; the King already 
Hath married the fair Lady. 

Sur. Would he had. 

- Suf. J. be happy in your wiſh, my Lord, 
For I profeſs yuu have it. 

Sur. Now all my Joy 
Trace the Conjunction. 

Suf. My Amen tot. 

Nor. All Mens. 

Suf. There's order given for her Coronation: 
Marry this is but young, and may be letr 
To ſome Ears unrecounted, But, my Lords. 
She is a gallant Creature, and compleat 
In Mind and Feature, I perſuade me from her 
Will fall fome Bleſſing to this Land, which ſhal! 
In it be memoriz'd. 

Sur. But will the King 
Digeſt this Letter of the Cardinals? 

The Lord forbid. 
Nor. Marry, Amen, 
Suf. No, no: 
There be moe Waſps that buz about his Noſe, 
Will make this ſting the ſooner. Cardinal Campers; 
Is ſtoln away to Rome, has ta'en no leave, 
Hath left the Cauſe to th' King unhandled, and 
Is poſted as the Agent of our Cardinal, 
To ſecond all his Plot. I do aſſure you, 
The King cry'd Ha! at this. 

Cham. Now God incenſe him; 
And let him cry Ha, louder. 

Nor. But, my Lord, 
When re'urns Cranmer ? 

Suf He is retun'd with his Opinions, which 
Have {a'tsfy'd the King for his Divorce, 
Guther'd from all the famous Colleges 
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Almoſt in Chriſlendom; ſhortly, I believe, 
His ſecond Marriage hall be publiſh'd, and 
Her Coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be call'd Queen, but Princeſs Dowager, 
A Widow to Prince Arthur. 
Nor. This fame Cranmer's 
A worthy Fellow, and hath ta'en much pain 
In the King's Buſineſs. | 
Suf. He has, and we ſhall ſee him, 
For it, an Archbiſhop. 
Nor. So | hear. 
Swf. Tis ſo. 
Enter Wolſey and Crom wel. 
The Cardinal. 
Nor. Obſerve, obſerve, he's moody. 
Hel. The Packet, Cromwel, 
Gave't you the King ? 
Crom. To his own Hand, in's Bed-· chamber 
Mol. Look'd he o'th' iniide of the Paper? 
Com. Preſently, 
He did unſeal them, and the firſt he view'd, 
He did it with a ſerious Mind; a heed 
Was in his Courterance. You he bad 
Attend him here this Morning. 
Hol. Is he ready to come Abroad? 
Crom I think by this he is. 
Hol. Leave me a while. [Exit Cromwel. 
It ſhall be to the Dutcheſs of Aenſon, [ Aſace, 
The French King's Siſter; he ſhall marry her. 
Anne Biillen!---- No, VII no Aue Bullens for him, 
There s more in't than fair Viſage----Brullen !.--- 
No, we'll no Bullens----Speedily I with 
To hear from Rome — he Marchioneſs of Pembrook!----: 
Nor. He's diſcontented: : 
Sf. May be he hears the King 
Dees whet his anger to him. 
Sur. Sharp enough, 
Lord for thy Juſtice. 


Wal. | Aſide. } The late Queen's Gentlewoman ! 
A Kight's Daughter ! 
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To be her Miſtreſs's Miſtreſs! the Queen's 
This Candle burns not clear, tis I muſt ſnuff it, 
Then out it goes What though I know her virtuous 
And well-deſerving? yet I know her for 
A ſpleeny Lutheran, and not wholſome to 
Our Cauſe ! — chat ſhe ſhould I < th Boſom of 
Our hard-rul'd King!----Again, there is ſprung up 
An Heretick, an arch one; Cranmer, one 
Hath crawl'd into the favour of the King, 
And is his Oracle. 
Nor. He's vex'd at ſomething. 
Enter King, reading of a Schedule. 
Sur. I would twere ſomething that would fret the ſtring 
The Maſter- cord on's Heart. | 
Sf. The King, the King. 
King. What piles of Wealth hath he accumulated 
To his own Portion! and what expence by th' hour | 
Seems to flow from him! how i'th* name of Thrift / 
Does he rake this together! Now, my Lords, 
Saw you the Cardinal? 
Nor. My Lord, we have | 
Stood here obſerving him. Some ſtrange Commotion 
Is in his Brain; be bires bis Lips and farts, 
Stops on a ſudden, looks upon the Ground, 
Then lays his Finger on his Temple; ſtraight 
ings out into faſt Gate, then tops again, 
Strikes his Breaſt hard, and then anon, he caſts 
His Eye againſt the Mocn, in moſt ftrange Puſtures 
We have him ſet himſelf. 
King. It may well be, 
There is a Mutiny in's mind. This Morning, 
Papers of State he ſent me to peruſe, 
As I requir'd; and wot you what 1 found 
re, on my Conſcience put unwittingly, 
Forſooth an Inventory, thus importing 
The ſeveral parcels of his Plate, his Treaſure. 
Rich Stuffs and Ornaments of Houſhold, which 
I find at ſuch a proud Rate, that it out-ſpeaks 
Poſſeſton of a Subject 
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Nor. It's Heaven's will, 
— put this Pa 
To your Eye wit 
King. If we did think 
His Contemplations were above the Farth, 
And fix'd on ſpiritual Objects, he ſhould ill 
Dwell in his Muſings, but 1 im atraid 
His thinkings are below the Moon, nor worth 
His ſerious conſidering. 
He takes his Seat, whiſpers Lovel, who goes to Wolſey. 
Wol. Heaven forgive me 
Ever God bleſs your Highneſs —- 
King. Good my | 
You are full of heavenly Stuff and b-ar the Inventory 
Of your beſt Graces, in your Mind; the which 
You were now running o'er, you have ſcarce time 
To fteal from ſpiritual leiſure a brief ſpan 
To keep your earthly Audit, ſure in that 
I deem you an ill Husband, and am glad 
To have you therein my Companion. 
Wot Sir, 
For Holy Offices I have a time; time 
To think upon the part of Buſineſs, which 
I bear i'th State; and Nature does require 
Her times of Preſervation, which pertorce 
- frail Son, amongſt my Brethren mortal, 


in the Packet, 


162 LIFE of, 

ol. What ſhould this mean ? | 2 | 

Sur. The Lord ibereaſe this Buſineſs. Aid | 
ng. Have I not made you 

toy th dar I pray you tell me, 

If what | now pronounce, you have found true: 

And if you may confeſs it, ſay withal | 

If you are to bound to us, or no. What ſay you? 
Wol. My Sovereign, I confeſs your Royal Graces 

Showr'd on me daily, have been more than could 

My ſtudied purpoſes require, which went 

Beyond all Man's endeavours, My endeavours, 

Have ever come too ſhort of my deſires, 

Yet fill'd with my Abilities: Mine own Ends 

Have been fo, that evermore they pointed 

To th' good of your moſt Sacred Perion, and 

The profit of the State: For your great Graces 

Heap'd upon me, p or Undeſerver, I 

Can nothing render but Allegiant Thanks, 

My Prayers to Heav'n for you; my Loyalty, 

Which ever has, and ever ſhall be growing, 

Till Death, that Winter, kill it. 
King. Fairly anſwer d: 

A Loyal and Obedient Subject is 

Therein illuſtrated, the Honour of it 

Does pay the Act of it, as i'th' 

The oulneſs is the Puniſhment. I preſume, 

That as my Hand has open'd Bounty to you, 

My Heart dropp'd Love, my Pow'r rain'd Honour, mort 

On you, than any; fo your Hand and Heart, 

Your Brain, and every Function of your Power, 

Should, notwithſtanding that your bond of Duty, 

As twere in Love's particular, be more 

To me, your Friend, than any. 
Wot. 1 do profeſs, 

That for your Highneſ; good, I ever labour'd 

More than mine own; That am 1, have been, and will be: 

_ all the World ſhould crack their duty to you, 

And throw it from their Soul; though perils did 

Abound, as thick as thought could make em, and 

Appear in Forms more horrid; yet, my Duty, 
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A doth a Rock againſt the chiding Flood, 
Should the — of this wild River break, 
And ſtand unſhaken yours. 
King. Tis nobly ſpoken ; a 

Take notice Lords, he has a loyal Breaſt, 
For you have ſeen him open t. Read oer this, 

And after this, and then to Breakfaſt with 

What appetite you may. | 

[Exit Kin, 22 tn Cardinal Wolſey, the Nobles 
| throng after him whiſpering and ſiniling. 
Mol. What ſhould this mean: ? 

What ſudden Anger's this? How have I reap'd it? 
He parted frowning from me. as if Ruin 

Leap'd from bis Eyes. So looks the chafed Lion 
Upon the daring Huntſman that has gall'd him, 
Then makes him nothing. 1 muſt read this Paper: 
1 fear, the Story of his Anger----"Tis fo---- 

This Paper has undone me----'Tis th' Account 

Of all that World of Wealth I have drawa together 
For mine own Ends, indeed to gain the Pupedom, 
And fee my Friends in Rome. O Negligence ? 

Fit for a Fool to fall by: What croſs Dxvil 

Made me put this maia Secret in the Packet 

I ſent the King? Is there no way to cure this? 
No new device to beat this from his Brains ? 

I know 'twill ſtir him ſtrongly; yet I know 
A way, it it take right, in Higher of Fort un- 

Will brir g me off again. What's this----To the Pope: 

The Letter, as I live, with all the Buſigeis 

I writ to's Holineſs, Nay, then farewel; 
I have touch'd the higheſt puint of all my Greatneſs, 
And from that full Meridian of my Glory, 

haſte now to my Setting. I fhall fall 

Like a bright Exhalation in the Evening, 

And no Man ſce me more. 

Enter to Wolſey, the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, the 
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To reader up the great Seal preſently 
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King's Will from his Mouth expreſly ? 
Wal. Till! find more than will, or words to do it, 


How eargerly ye follew my Diſgrace 

As it it fed ye, nk — ſleek and wanton 

Ye appear in every thing may bring my Ruin; 
Follow your envious Courſes, Men of Malice; 
You have a Chriſtian warrant for em, and no doubt 
In time will find their fit Rewards. That Seal 


You ask with ſuch a Violence, the Küng. 
Mine, and your Maſter, with his own hand gave 


Bad me enjoy it, with the Place, nd Honours 
During my Life; and to confirm his Goodneſs, 
Ty'd it by Letters Patents. Now, who'll take it? 

Sur. King that gave it. 

ol. It muſt be himſelf then. : 

Sur. Thou art a Traitor, Prieft. 


— Hair ot his. Policy 
igh'd not a Hair of hi of Icy, 
| —1 me — —_— — | 
Far from his Succour ; from the King, from all 
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Goodneſs, out of 
Abſolv'd him with an Axe. wo 
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can la my Credit, 
. be Duke by Law 


I] anſwer, is moſt falſe 
Found his Deſerts. How innocent | was 

From any private Malice in his End, 

His noble Jury, and foul Cauſe can witneſs. 

If I lov'd many words, Lord, I ſhould tell you. 

You have as little Honeſty. as Honour, 

That in the way of Loyalty, and Truth 

Toward the King, my ever Royal Maſter, 

Dare mate a ſounder Man that Surrey can be, 

And all that love his Follies. 

n Coat, Ns protects you, thou ſhould'lt feel 
Your t, Prieſt, you, . 

My — th” Lite. Blood of thee elſe. My Lords, 

Can ye endure to hear this Arrogance ? 

And from this Fellow? It we live thus tamely, 

To be thus Jaded by a piece of Scarlet, 

Farewel Nobility, let his Grace go forward, 

And dare us with his Cap, like Larks. 

| oo ON I 

Is poiſon to thy Sto ; 

Sur. Yes, that Goodneſs 

Of gleaning all the Lands-wealth into one, 

Into your own hands, Card'nal, by Extortion: 

The goodneſs of your intercepted Packets 

You writ to th'P 


Of our de ſpis d Nobility, our Iflues, 
Who, if he live, will ſcarce be Gentlemen, 
Produce the grand ſum of his Sins, the Articles 
Collected from his Life. I'll ſtartle you 
Worſe than the ſcaring Bell, when the brown Wench 
Lay kifling in your Arms, Lord Cardinal. 

Wol. How much methinks I could deſpiſe this Man, 
But that I am bound in Charity againſt it. 

Nor. Thoſe Articles, my Lord, are in the King's Hand 


Wal. 
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ol. So much fairer ; 

And ſpotleſs ſhall mine Innocence ariſe, |; 

When the King knows my Truth. 

Sur. This cannot II you : 2 1 

I thank my Memory, I yet remem F 

. Some of theſe Artic! , and out they ſhall. I 

Now, if you can bluſh, and cry Guilty, Cardinal, 1 
1 
( 
( 


You'll ſhew a little Honeſty. 
IWol. Speak on, Sir, 
I dare your worſt Objections: If I bluſh, 
It is to fee a Nobleman want Manners. 
Sur. I had rather want thoſe, than my Head; have at you, | 
Firſt, that without the King's Aſſent or Knowledge, 
. 


You wrought to be a Legat, by which Power 
You maim d the Juriſdiction of all Biltops. 
Nor. Then, that in all you wrir to Rome or elſe 
To foreign Princes, Ego & Rex menus 
Was till inſcrib'd; in which you brought the King | 
To be your Servant. | 
Suf. Then, that without the Knowledge | 
Either of King or Council, when you went | 
Ambaſſador to the Emperor, you made bold | 
To carry into Flanders the great Seal. 
Sur. Item, You ſent a large Commiſſion | 
| To Gr de Caſſalis, to conclude, 
| Without the King's Wil, or the States allowance, 
19 A League between his Higinels and Ferrara. 
Sf. That out of meer Ambition. you have cu d 
Yeur Holy-Hat to be famp'd on the King's Coin. 
Sur. Then, that you have ſent im umerable Subſtance, 
By what means got I leave to your bwa Cynicieace, 
1 To furniſh Rome, and to prepare the Ways 
| You have for Dignities, to rhe meer undoing 
i] Of all the Kingdom. Many more there are 
Which ſince they are of you. and odious, 
I wi!l not taint my Mouch veith. 
Cham. O my Lord. 
| Preſs not a falling Man too far; tis Virtue: 
| His Fa Its lye open to the Laws, let them, 
Not y qu, correct him, My Heart weeps to ſee him 
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Fo little, of his great Self. 
Sur. I forgive him. p 
Suf. Lord Cardinal, the King's further Pleaſure is, 
Becauſe all thoſe things you have done of late, 
By your Power Legatine, wichin this Kingdom, 
Fall into the compals of a Przmunire ; 
That therefore ſuch a Writ be ſued againſt you, 
To forfeit all your Goods, Lands, Tenements, 
Caftles, and whatſoever, and to be 
Out of the King's Protection. This is my Charge. 
Nor. And ſo we'll leave you to your Meditations 
How to live better. For your ſtubborn anſwer 
About the giving back the preat Seal to us, 
The King ſhall know it, and, no doubt, ſhall thank you: 
So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinal. 
[ Exeunt all but Wolſey. 
Hol. So farewel to the little good you bear me. 
Farewe), a long farewel to al ny Greatneſs, 
This is the ſtate of Man; to day he puts forth 
The tender Leaves of Hopes, to morrow Bloſſoms, 
And bears his bluſhing Honours thick upon him: 
The third Day comes a Froſt, a killing Froft, 
And when he thinks, good eaſie Man, full ſurely 
His Greatneſs is a ripening, nips his Root, 
And then he falls, as I do. I have ventur d, 
Lke little wanton Boys that ſwim on Bladders, 
This many Summers in 2 Sex of Glory, 
But far beyond my Depth: My high-blown Pride 
At length broke under me, and now has leſt me 
Weary. and old with Service, to the mercy 
Of a rude Stream, chat mult for ever hide me. 
Vain pop, and glory of the World, I late ye, 
I feel my Heut new open'd. Oh ho wretched 
I; that poor Man that hangs on Princes Favours , 
There is betwixt that ſmile we would afpire to, 
That {weet Aſpect of Princes, and their ruin; 
More pangs and fears than Wars or Women have. 
And when he falls, ke falls like Lucifer, 
Neyer to hope again. 
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L Cromwell, 
. e | feel within me 
above all Earthly Dignities. 

fill and quiet Conſcience. The King has cur'd me, 

bly thank his Grace; and from theſe Shoulders, 
ruin d Pillars, out of pity, taken 

would fink a Navy, too much Honour. 
tis a Burden, Cromwel. tis a Burden 
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Wl. That's News indeed. 
Crom. Laſt, that the Lady Anne, ; 
Whom the King hath in ſecrecy long married, 
This day was view'd in open, as his Queen, 
Going to Chappel; and the Voice is now 
Only about her Coronation. 
Mol. There was the weight that pull'd me down. 
0 Cromwell, N 
The King has gone beyond me: All my Glories 
In that one Woman I have loſt for ever. 
No Sun ſhall ever uſher forth mine Honours, 
Or gild again the noble Troops that waired 
Upon my Smiles. Go get thee from me, Cromwell, 
I am a poor fallen Man, unworthy now 
To be thy Lord and Maſter. Seck the King, 
That Sun, I pray may never ſet; I have told him, 
What and how true thou art; he will advance thee: 
Some lit:le memory of me will ſtir him, 
I know his noble Nature, not to let 
Thy hopeful ſervice periſh too. Good Cromwell, 
Neglect him not; make uſe now, and provide 
For thine own future ſafety. 
Com. O my Lord, 
Mult 1 then leave you? mutt I needs forgo 
So good, ſo noble and fo true a Matter? 
Pear witneſe, all that have not Hearts ot Iron, 
With what a Sorrow Cromwell leuves his Lord. 
The King ſhall have my Service; but my Prayers 
For ever and for ever ſhall be yours. 
Hol. Cromwell I did not think to ſhed a Tear 
In all my Mileries; but thou haſt ford me, 
Out of thy honeſt truth, to play the Woman. 
Let's dry our Eyes: And thus fir hear me, Cromrell, 
And when I am forgotten, as I ſhall be, 
And ſleep in dull cold Marble, where no mention 
Of me more muſt be heard: Say, I taught thees 
Say, Woiſey, that once trod the ways ot Glory, 
And founded all the Depths and Shoals of Honour, 
Found thee a way, out of his wrack, to riſe in: 
A fure, and fafe one, though thy Maſter mitt it. 
You V. H 
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Mark but my Fall and that that ruin'd me: 
Cromwell, | charge thee, fling away Ambition, 

By that Sin fell the Angels; can Man then 
The Image of his Maker, hope to win it? 

Love thy ſelf laſt, cheriſh thoſe Hearts that hate thee: 
Corruption wins not more than Honeſty. 

Still ia thy right Hal d, carry gentle Peace 

To filence envious T he juſt, and fear not. 
Let all the ends thou aim ſt at, be thy Country's, 
Thy God's and Truth's; then if thou fall'ſt, O Cromwell, 
Thou fall't a bleſſed Martyr. Serve the King; 

And prithee lead me in: 

There take an Inventory of all I have, 


To the laſt Penny, tis the King's. My Robe, | 


And my Integrity to Heaw'n, is all 

I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell, 
Had 1 but ferv'd my God, with half the Zeal 
Sago bm - would not in mine Age 
Have lef: me naked to mine Enemies. 

Cram. Good Sir, have patience. 

Wal. So I Fave. Farewel 


| 
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The hopes of Court, my hopes in Heav'n do dwel'. 


extend 
ACT W. SCENE |. 
Enter two Gentlemen, meeting one another. 


1 Ge V Ovu're well met once again. 
2 Gen. So are you. 
1 Gen. You come to take your Stand here, and behold 
The Lady Awne paſs from her Cororation. 
2 Gen. "Tis all my Buſineſs. At our laſt encounter, 


The Duke of Buckingham came from his Trial. 

1 Gen "T's very true. But that time offcr'd Sorrow, 
Tl is, general Joy. 

2 Gen. 'Tis well; the Citizens 
I am fure have ſhewn at full their Royal Minds, 
And let 'em have their rights, they are ever forward 
In Celebration of this day with Sbews, | 
Pageants, and Sights of Honour. 
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1 Gen. Never greater, 
Nor Ill aſſure you better taken, Sir. 
2. Gen. May | be bold to ask what that contains, 
The in your Hands ? 
+ Yes, s the Liſt 
Of thoſe that claim their Offices this Day, 
By cuſtom of the Coronation. 
Duke of Suffolk is the firſt, and claims 
To be high Ste werd; next the Duke of Norfolk, 
He to be Earl Marſhal; you may read the reſt. 
2 Gen. I thank you, Sir; had I not known thoſe Cuſtoms, 
I ſhould have been beholding to your Paper. 
But I beſeech you what's become of Katharine, 
The Princeſs Dowager? How goes her Buiineſs ? 
1Gen. That I can tell you too; the Archbiſhop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned and Reverend Fathers ot his Order, 
Held a late Court at Dunſtab/:, ſix Miles off 
From Ampthil, where the Princeſs lay, to whick 
She was often cited by them, but appear'd not. 
And to be ſhort, for not Appearance, and 
The King's ate ſcruple, by the main aſſent 
Of all theſe learned Men, ſhe was Divorc'd, 
And the late Marriage made of none effect 
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| Since which, ſhe was removed to Kimbolton, 


Where ſhe remai is now lick. 
2 Gen, Alas good Lady! 
The Trumpets ſound; ſtand cloſe, 


The Queen is coming. (Ha. 
The Order of the Coronation. 

i. 4 lively Flouri Trumpets. 

2. Then two — of * 

3- Lord Chancellor, with the Purſe and Mace beſcre him. 

4. Yauiriſters ſinging ; | Mulick, 


5. Mayor of London, bearing the Mace. Then Garter in his 
Coat of Arms, and on his Head a Gt Copper Crown. 
6. Marqueſs of Dorſet, bearing a Scepter of Gold on his 
Head & Demi-Coronal of Gold. With him, the Earl of 
H 2 Surrey, 


. 
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Surrey, 
with an Earl's Coronet. Collars of SS. 


”, Duke bf Suffolk. in his Robe of Eſtate. his Coronet on hi; | 


Head, bearing along white Wand, as High Steward. With 


bum the Duke of Norfolk. with the Rod of Marſhalſhy, | 


a Coronet on his ilead. Collars of SS. 

8. 4 Canopy born by four of the Cinque-Ports, ander it the 
Deen in ber Robe, in her Hair richly adorned with Peay, 
Crowned. On each fide her the Biſhops of Londoa aud 
Wincheſter. 

9. "The old Dutcheſs of Norfolk. in a Coronal of Gold, wrought 
with Flowers, bearing the Queen Tram. 

10. Certam Ladies or Counteſſes, with plain Circles of Gull 
without Flowers. 

They paſs over the Stage in Order and State, and then Exeunt, 
with a great Flowriſh of Trumpets. 

2 Gen. A Royal Train, believe me; theſe I know; 

Who's that bears the Scepter? 

1 Gen. Marqueſs Dor ſer. 

And that the Earl of Surrey, with the Rod. 

2 Gen. A bold brave Gentleman. That ſhculd be 

The Duke of Suffolk. 

1 Gen Tis the ſame: High Steward. 
2 Gen. And that my Lord ot Norfolk ? 
1 Gen. Yes, g 

2 Gen. Heay'n bl:{+ thee, 

Thou haſt the ſweeteſt Face I ever look'd on 

Sir. as I have a Soul, ſhe is an Angel, 

Our King has all the Indies in his Arms. 

And more, and richer, when be ſtrains that Lady: 

I cannot blame his Conſcience. 

1 Gen. They that bear 
The C!:th of Honour over ker, are four Baron] : 
Ot the Cingque-Ports. 

2 Gen. Thoſe Men are happy, 

And fo are all, are near her. 

I take it, ſhe that carries ap the Train, 

Is that old noble Lady, the Dutcheſs of Norfolk. 

1 Gen. It is, and all the reſt are Counteſſes. 


e Their Coroners foy fo, Thels are Stars indec | 


bearing the Rod of Silver with the Dove, Crows) | 
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And ſomerimes falling ones. ; 
1 1 Gen. No more of that. 
Enter a third Gentleman. 

God fave you Sir. Where have you been broiling? 

3 Gen. Among the Croud i'th Abby, where a Finger 
„ Could not be wedg'd in more; I am hid, 
With the meer Ranknels of their Joy. 


, 2 Ge You law the Ceremony? 
. 3 Gen. 1 did. 
d 1 Gen, How was it? 

3 Gen, Well worth the ſceing. 
0 2 Gen, Good Sir, ſpeak it to us. 

3 Gen. As well as | am able. The rich Stream 
1 Ot Lords and Ladies, having brought the Queen 
; To a prepar d place in the Quire, fell off 


A diſtance from er; while her Grace {ate down 
To reſt a while, ſoine half an hour, or ſo, 

| In a rich Chair ot 8 ate, oppoſiag freely 

The Beauty of her Perſon to the Peope. 

Believe me, Sir, ſhe is the goo ilieſt V/oman 

Taat ever lay by Man; which wien the People 
Had the full View of, fuch a noiſe wrote, 

As the ſhrowds make at Sea in a [tiftt Tempe, 

As loud, and to as many tunes, Hats, Cloaks, 
Doublets I think, flew up. and had their Faces 
Been looie, this day they had been loft. Such joy 
I never {ſaw before. Great-belly'd Women, 

That bad not half a Week to go, like Rams 

In the old time of War, would ſhake the Prefs 
And make em reel before em. No Man living 
Could tay, this is my Wife there, all were woven 
So ſtrangely in one piece. 

2 Cen. But what tollow'd ? 

3 Gen, At length her Grace roſe, and with moce?t Paces 
Came to the Altar, where ſhe knec!'d, and Saint-!ike 
Caſt her fair Eyes to Heav'n, and pray'd Cerou'l;. 
Then roſe again, and bow'd her to the People: 
When by the Archbiſhop of Canterbury, 

She had all the Royal makings vt a Queen; 
As holy Oil, Edward Conteflor's Crown, 
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The Rod, and Bird of Peace, and all ſuch Emblems 
Laid nobly on her: which perform'd, the Quire 
With all the choiceſt Mufick of the Kingdom, 
Together ſung Te Deum. So ſhe parted, | 
And with the fame full State pac'd back again 
To TYork-Place, where the Fealt is held. 

1 Gen. Sir, 
You muſt no more call it York-Place, that's paſt, 
For fince the Cardinal fel!, that Title's loſt, 
*Tis now the King's, and call'd #Þitehall. 

3 Gen. I know it 
Bu: tis fo lately alter d, that the old Name 
Is freſh about me. 

2 Gent. What two Reverend Bi 
Were thoſe, that went on each fide of the Queen? 

3 Gen. Stokefly and Gardiner, the one of Wincheſter, 
Newly preferr'd from the King's Secretary : 
The other, London. 

2 Gen. He of Wincheſter 
Is held no great good Lover of the Archbiſhop, 
The virtuous Cranmer. 

3 Gen. All the Land knows that 
However yet there is no great breach, when it comes, 
Cranmer will find 2 Friend will not ſhrink from him. 

2 Gen. Who may be that, I pray you? 

3 Gen. Thomas Cromwell, 
A Man in much eſteem with th' King, and truly 
A wor hy Friend. The King has made him 
Maſter o th' Jewel Houſe, 
And one already of the Privy. Council. 

2 Gen. He will deſerve more. 

3 Gen. Yes, without all doubt. 
Come, Gentlemen, you ſhall go my way, 
Which is to th Court, and there ye hall be my Gueſs: 
Something I can command; as I walk thither 
In tell ye more, 

Both, You may command us, Sir, Treu 
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| SCENE II. 


| Tater Katherine Dowager, ſich, led between Griflich hey 
Gentleman Uſher, and Patience her ii oman. 


Grif. lo does your Grace? 

Kath. © Griffith, fick to death: 
My Legs like loaded Branches bovy to th Earth, 
Willing to leave their Burthen: Reach a Chair 
S9—now methinks 1 feel a little eaſe. [Sitting Jown. 
Didſt thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led it me, 
That the great Child of Honour, Cardinal H4%{/cy, 
Was dead ? 

Grif. Yes, Madam ; but I think your Grace, 
Out of the p in you ſuffer'd, gave no ear to't. 

Kath, Prithce, good Griffth, tell me how he dy d. 
| If well, he ſtept before me happily, 


For my Example. 
if. Well, the Voice goes, Madam; 

For after the ſtout Earl of Northumberland 
Arreſted him at York, and brought him forward 
As a Man forely tainted, to his Anſwer, 
He fell fick ſuddenly, and grew ſo ill 
He could not fat his Mule. 

Kath, Alas, poor Man. 

Grif. At laſt, with eaſie Roads he came to Leicefler, 
| Lodg'd in the Abby; where the reverend Abbor, 


With all his Convent, honourably receiv'd him; 
To whom he gave theſe Words. O Father Abbot, 
An old Man broken with the Storms of State, 

I: come to lay his weary Bones among ye; 

| Give him a little Earth for Charity. 

So went to Bed; where eagerly his Sickneſs 

s: | Purfu'd him till, and three Nights after this, 
About the hour of eight, which he himſelf 


Foretold ſhould be his laſt, full of Repentance, 
art. Continual Meditations, Tears and Sorrows, 
He pave his Honours to the World again, 
His bleſſed part to Heaven, and ſlept in Peace. 
iI . So may he reſt, 
P 4 His 
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His Faults lay bury'd with him. 
Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to ſpeak him, 
And yet with Charity; he was a Man 
OF an unbounded Stomach, ever ranking 
Himſclf with Princes. One that by Sugpeſtion 
Ty'd all the Kingdom; Simony was fair play, 
Hs own Opinion was his Law. I'th' Preſence 
He would {ay Untruthe, and be ever double 
Both in his Words and Meaning. He was never, 
But where he meant to Ruin, pitiful. 
His Promiſes were, as he then was, Mighty; 
But his Performance, as he now is, Nothing, 
Of his own Body he was ill, and gave 
The Clergy ill Example. 

Grif. Noble Madam, 
Mens evil Manners live in Braſs, their Virtues 
We write in Water. May it pleaſe your Higlineſ(; 
To hear me ſpeak his Good now? 

Kaih. Yes, good Griffith, 
I were malicious elſe. 

Grif. This Cardinal, 
Though from an humble Stock, undoubtedly 
Was taſhion'd to much Honour. From his Cradle 
He was a Scholar, and a ripe and good one; 
Exceeding wiſe, fair ſpoken, and perſuading ; 
Lofty aud four to them that lov'd him not; 
But to thoſe Men that fought him, ſweet as Summer. 
And though he were unſatisfied in getting, 
Which was a Sin, yet in beſtowirg, Madam, 
He was moſt Princely; ever witneſs for him 
Thoſe twins of Learning. that he rais'd in you, 
Ipſwich ard Oxford; one of which fell with him, 
Uawilling to ocut-live the good that did it. 
The other, though unfiniſh'd, yet fo famous, 
So excellent in Art, and ſtill fo riſing, 
That Chriſtendom ſhall ever ſpeak his Virtue. 
His Overthrow heap'd Happineſs upon him; 
For then, and not till then, he felt himſelt, 
And found the Bleſſedneſs of being lictle, 
And to add greater Honours to his Age 
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Than Man could give him; he dy'd, fearing God. 

Kath, After m5 ind, | wiſh no other Herald, 
No other Speaker of my living Actions. 
To mine Honour from Corruption, 
But fuch an honeſt Chronicler, as Griſſit h. 
Whom 1 moſt hated living, thou haſt made me 
With thy religious Truth and Modeſty, 
Now in his Aſhes, honour ; Peace be with bim. 
Patience, be near me ſtill. and ſet me lower. 
I have not long to trouble thee. Good Griffith, 
Cauſe the Mnficians play me that ſad Note 
I nam'd my Knell; whilſt ] fit meditating 
On that Celeſtial Harmony. I go to. 

Sad and ſolemn Muſick 

Grif. She is aſleep: Good Wench, less fit down quiet, 

For fear we wake her. Softly, gentle Patience. 


The Nihon. Enter ſolemnly tripping one after another, ſix 
Perſonages, clad in white Robes, wearing on their Hen ds 
Garlands of Bays, and golden Vizards on their Faces Bran- 
ches of Bays or Palm in their Hands. They firſt Cong es unto 
her. then Dance; and at certain Changes. the firſt two hold 
a ſpare Gariand over her Head, at which the other four 
make reverend Curtſies. Then the two that held the Garland, 
deliver the ſame to the other next two. who obſerve the 
fame order in their Changes, and holding the Garland over 
ber Head. Which done they deliver the ſame Garland 
1 the laſt two who likewiſe obſerve the [1me Order. At 
which, as it were by Inſpiration. ſhe makes in her ſleep, 
ſigns of rejoycing and holdeth up her Hands to Heaven. 
And fo in their Dancing vaniſh, carrying the Garland with 
them. The Mnjick continues. 


Kath. Spirits of Peace, where are ye? are ye all gone? 
Aud leave me here in wre: chedneſs behind ye? 

Grif, Madam, we are here. 

Kath. It is not you | cal! fer, 
Saw ye none enter, fince 1 flept ? 

Grif. None, Madam. 

Kath, No? Saw you not even now a bleſſed Troop 
lavite me to a Barquet, whoſe bright Faces 
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Garlands, Griffith. which 1 feel 
not worthy yet to wear: 1 ſhall aſſuredly. 
if. 1 joyful, Madam, ſuch good Dreams 


her Face is drawn ? How pale ſhe leoks, 
And of an earthly cold? Mark her Eyes. 
Grif. She is going, Wench, Pray, pray, — 
Fat. Heaven comtort her. 
Eurer a Meſſenger. 
M. And't like your Grace 
Kath. You are a fawcy Fellow, 
Deſerve we no more Reverence? 
f. You are to blame. a 
ing ſhe will not loſe her wonted Greatne ſe, 
To uſe fo rude Behaviour. Go to, kneel. 
Meſ. I bumbly do intreat your Highneſs Pardon, 
My haſte made me unmannerly. There is ſtaying 
A Gentleman ſent from the King, to ſee you. 
Kath, Admit him entrance, Griffirh. But this Fe lom 
Let me ne'er ice again. Exit Meſſayger. 
Enter Lord Capucius. 
If my fight fail nor, 
You ſhould be Lord Ambaſſador from the Emperor, 
My Royal Nephew, and your Name Capucins. 
Cap. Madam, the ſame, your Servant, 
Kath. O my Lord, | 
The Times and Titles now are alter d ſtrangely 
With me, ſince firſt you knew me. But I pray you, 
What is your Pleaſure with me? 
Cap. Noble Lady, | 
Firſt mine own Service to your Grace, the next 
The King's requeſt that I would viſit you. | 
Who grieves much for your weakneſs, and by me 
Sends you his Princely Commendations, had 
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my 
'Tis like a Pardon — ; 
That gentle Phyſick given in time had cur'd me; 

But now I am paſt all Comforts here, but Prayers. 
ho does his Highnaſs ? 

Cap. Madam, in good Health. 

Kath. So may he ever do, and ever flouriſh, 

When 1 ſhall dwell with Worms, and my poor Name 
Baniſh'd the Kingdom. Patience, is that Letter 
] caus'd you write, yet ſent away? 

Pat. No, Madam. 

Kath, Sir, I muſt hambly pray you to deliver 
Thus to my Lord the King. 

Cab. Moſt willingly, Madam. 

Kath. In which I have commended to his Goodneſs . 
The Model of our chaſte loves, his young Daughter, 
The dews of Heay'n fall thick in Bleſſings on her, 
zeſeeching him to give her virtuous breeding. 

She is young. and of a Noble modeſt Nature, 
| tope fhe will deſerve well, and a little 
To love her for her Mother's fake, that lov'd hin, 
Heav'n knows how dearly. My next poor Petitiun 
ls, that his Noble Grace would have fome pit y 

my wretched Women, that fo lon 
Have tollow'd both my Fortunes, fairhtully, 
Of which there is not one, I dare avow, 
And now I ſhould not lye, but well deſerve, 
For Virtue, and true Beauty of the Soul, 
for Honey, and decent Carriage, 
A right good Husband, let him be a Noble, 
And ſure thoſe Men are happy that ſhall have em. 
Tae laſt is for my Men, they are the pooreſt, 
but Poverty could never draw em flom nie, 
That they may have their Wages duly paid 'em, 
wr, over to remember me by. 

vn had pleas'd to have given me longer Life 
And able 2 we had 2 thus. 
Theſe are the whole Contents, and good my Lord, 
by that you love the deareſt in this World, 
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To do me this laſt Righr. 
Cap. By Heav'n I will, 
Or let me loſe the faſhion of a Man. 
Kath. | thank you, honeſt Lord. Remember me 
In all humility unto his Highneſs; 
Say, his long trouble now is paſſing 
Out of this World. Tell him, in Death I bleſt him, 
For ſo | will; mine Eyes grow dim. Farewel, 
My Lord. Griffth farewel. Nay, Patience, 
You muſt not leave me yet. I muſt to Bed. 
Call in more Women. When I am dead, good Wench, 
Let me be'us'd with Honour ſtrew me over 
With Maiden Flowers, that all the World may know 
I was a chaſt Wite to my Grave: Embalm me, 
Then lay me forth, although un-Queen'd, yet like 
A Queen, and Daughter to a King, inter me. 


I can no more. [ Exexnt, leading Katharine, 


I. 
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ACT V. SCENE l. 


Enter Gardiner Biſhop of Wincheſter, « Page with 
@ Torch before him, met by Sir Thomas Lovel. 


—_ T's one a Clock, Boy, is't not? 
It hath ſtruck. 

Gard. Theſe ſhould be hours for Neceſſities, 
Not for Delights; times to repair our Nature 
With comforting Repoſe, and not for us 
To waſte theſe times. Good hour of Night, Sir Thomas, 
Whi:her fo late? 

Low, Came you from the King, my Lord? 

Gard. 1 did, Sir Thomas, and left him at Primers 
Wich the Duke of S/ folk. 

Lov, I mutt to him tao. 
Betore he go tu Bed. 1'!l rake my leave. 

Gard. Not yet Sir Thomas Lovel ; what's the matter: 
It ſeems you we in haſte: And if there be 
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Offence belongs to't, give your Friend 
—_ of your late Buſineſs; Affairs that walk, 
As they ſay Spirits do, at midnight, have 
In them a wilder Nature, than the Buſineſs 
That ſeeks diſpatch by Day. 

Lov. My Lord, | love you: 
And durſt commend a Secret to your Ear i 
Much weightier than this Word. The Queen's in Labour, 
ſay in extremity, and cis fear'd 
She'll with the Labour end. 
Gard. The Fruit ſhe goes with 
[ pray for heartily, that it may find 
Good time, and live; but for the Stock, Sir Thomas, 
| wiſh it grubb'd up now. 
Lov. Mechinks I could 
Cry the Amen, and yet my Conſcience ſays. 
She is a Creature, and {weet Lady, does 
Does ve our better Wiſhes. 

, Gard. But, Sir. Sir —— 

Hear me, Sir Thomas —— y are a Gentleman 

Of mine own way, I know you are Wiſe, Religious, 
And let me tell you, it will ne'er be well, 

'Twill not, Sir Thomas Lovel, take't of me, 

1 Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two Hands, and ſhe, 

Sleep in their Graves. 

Lov. Now, Sir, you ſpeak of two 

The moſt remark'd ich Kingdom; as for Cromwell, 

Belide that of the Jewel-houſe, is made Maſter 

O'th' Rolls, and the King's Secretary. Further Sir, 

Stands in the gap and trade for more Preterments, 

With which the Time will load him. Th' Archbiſhop 

Is the King's Hand, or Tongue, and who dare ſpeak 

One Syllable againſt him? 

Gard. Yes, yes, Sir Thomas, 

There are that dare; and | my ſelf have ventur'd 

To ſpeak my Mind of him ; and indeed this Day, 

Sir, I may tell it you, I think 1 have 
Incens'd the Lords of the Council, that he is, 

(For ſo 1 know he is, they know he i) 

A maſt Arch-heretick, a Peſtilence 


0 | That 
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| That devwinfolt the Land, with which they mori, 


And we muſt Root him out. From your Affairs 
I hinder you too long: Good Night, Sir Thomas. 


[ Exennt Gardiner and Page, 


Lov. Many good Nights, my Lord, I reſt your Servant. 
Enter King and Suffolk. 


King. Charles, 1 will play no more to Night, 
My Mind's not on't, you are too hard for me. 
Sir, I did never win of you before. 
King. But little, Charles, 
Nor ſhall not, when my Fancy's on my Play. 
Now, Lovel, from the Queen what is the Nev: ? 

Lov. I could not perſonally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her Woman 
I ſent your Meſſage, who return d her Thanks 
In the greateſt humbleneſs. and defir'd your Highne!s 
Moft heartily to pray for her. 

King. What fay'& thou! Ha! 
To pray for her! What! is ſhe crying out? 

Love. So ſaid her Woman, and that her ſuff rance mai; 
Almoſt each pang a death. 

King. Alas, good — 4 : 

Sf. God ſafely quit her of ber Zurthen, and 
With gentle Travel, to the gladding of 
Your Highneſs with an Heir. 
King. Tis midnight, Charles, 
Prithee to Bed, and in thy Prayers remember 
Th eſtate of my poor Queen. Leave me alone, 
For I muſt think of that, which Company 
Would not be friendly to. 

Suf. 1 wiſh your Highneſs 
A quiet Night, and my good Miſtreſs will 
Remember in my Prayers. 
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King Henry VIII. 
King. Charles, Good Night : [Exit Suffolk» | 


Well, Sir, what follows ? 
Enter Sir Anthony Denny. 


. Ay, m Lord. 
— a hue is he, Denny ? 


Enter Cranmer and Denny. 
King. Avoid the Gallery. [ Lovel ſecmeth 10 tay. 
Ha!----I have faid----be gone. [ Exe Lovel and Denny. 
Cran. I am fearful : Wherefore frowns he thus? 
Tis his Aſpect of Terror. All's not well. 
King, How now, my Lord? You do deſire to know, 
Wherefore I ſent for you. 
Cran. It is my Dut 
Tattend your Highnels pleaſure. 
King. Pray you ariſe, 
My good and gracious Lord of Canterbury 
Come, you and I muſt walk a turn together: 
I have News to tell you. 
Come, come, give me your Hand. 
Ah my good Lord, I grieve at what I ſpeak, 
And am right ſorry to repeat what follows. 
1 hare, and moſt unwillingly, of late 
Heard many grievous, I do ſay, my Lord, 
Grievous Complaints of you; which being conſider d, 
Have moy'd us, and our Council, that you ſhall 
This Morning come before us, where ] know 
You cannot with ſuch freedom purge your ſelf 
But that till further Trial, in thoſe Charges 
Which will require your Arſiver, you muſt take 
Your Patience to you, and be well contented 
To make your Houſe our Tower; you, a Brother of us, 
& fits we thus proceed, or elſe no Witnels 


Would 


* 
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Would come againſt you. 
Cran. | humbly thank your Highneſs, 
And am right glad to catch this good occaſion, 


Moſt hly to be winnow'd, where my Chaff 
And Corn ſhall fly aſunder. For | know 
There's none ſtands under more calumnious T 
Than I my felf, poor Man. 
King. Stand up, good Canterbury ; 
Thy Truth and thy Integrity is rooted 
In us, thy Friend. Give me thy hand, ſtand up, 
Prithee let's walk. Now. by my holy Dame, 
What manner of Man are you? My Lord, I look'd 
You would have given me your Petition, that 
I ſhould have ta en ſome pains, to bring together 
Your ſelf and your — and to have heard you 
Without indurance further. 
The Good | ſtand on, is my Truth and Honeſty : 
If they ſhall fall, I. with mine Enemies, 
Will :riumph o'er my Perſon; which | weigh not, 
Reing of thuſe Virtues vacant. 1 fear nothing 
What can be faid againſt me. 
King. Know you not 
How y- ur State ſtands 1'th* World, with the whole World? 
Your Enemies are many, and not ſmall; their Practices 
Muſt bear the ſame proportion; and not ever 
The Juſtice and the Truth o'th' queſtion carrics 
The due o'th' Verdict with it. At what caſe 
Might corrupt Minds procure Knaves as corrupt 
To {wear ag-inſt you ? Such things have been done, 
You are potently oppos'd; and with a Malice 
Of as great ſize. Ween you of better Luck, 
I mean in perjur'd Witneſs, than your Maſter, 
Whoſe Miniſter you are, whiles here he liv'd 
Upon this naughty Earth? Go to, go to, 
You take a Precipice for no leap ot danger, 
And woo your own Deſtruction. 
Cran. God ard your Majeſty 
Protect mine Innocence, or | fall into 
The Trap is laid for me 
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ing. Be of Cheer, 
They tall © prevail, than we give way to: 
Keep comfort to you, and this Morning fee 
You do appear before them. If they ſhall chance, 
In charging you with Matters, to commit you, 
The beſt perſuaſions to the contrary 
Fail not to uſe; and with what vehemency 
The occafion ſhall inſtruct you. If Intreatics 
Will render you no Remedy, this Ring 
Deliver them, and your Appeal to us 
There make before them. Look, the good Man weeps: 
He's honeſt. on mine Honour. God's bleſt Mother, 
I ſwear he is truc-hearted, and a Soul 
None better in my Kingdom. Get you gone, 
And do as I have bid you. Exit Cranmer. 
He has ſtrangled all his Language in bis Tears. 

Enter an old Lady. 

Gent. within. Come back; what mean you? 

Lady. Vil not come back, the Tidings that I bring 
Will make my Boldneſs Manners. Now good Angels 
Fly o'er thy Royal Head, and ſhade thy Perſon 
Under their bleſſed Wings. 

bm Now by thy Looks 
I thy Meſſage. Is the Queen deliver d? 

Say, Ay, and of a Boy. 

Lady. Ay, ay, my Liege; 

Aud ot a lovely Boy; the God of Heav'n 
Both now, and ever bleſs her: Tis a Girl, 


Acquainted with this Stranger; 'tis as like you, 


Lov. Sir. 
ng. Give her an hundred Marks. 
Vl to the Queen. [Exit King, 
Lady. An hundred Marks! By this Light, 1'll ba' more, 
ordinary Groom is for ſuch Payment. 


I will have more, or ſcold it out of him. 


Said 1 for this, the Girl was like to him? 1'1l 


Have 
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Have more, or elſe unſay't: and now, while tis hot, 
PII put it to the Iſſue. [ Exit Lag, 


SCENE IL 


Enter Cranmer. 


Cran. I hope I am not too late, and yet the Gentleman 
That was ſent to me from the Council, pray'd me 
To make great haſte. All faſt? What means this? Hoa? 
Who waits there? Sure you know me? 
Enter Keeper. 
Keep. Yes, my Lord; 
But yet I cannot help you. 


Ceran. Why? 
Keep. Your Grace muſt wait till you be call'd for. 
Enter Doctor Butts. 
Cran. So. 


Butts. This is a piece of Malice: I am glad 
I came this way ſo haply. The King 
Shall underſtand it preſently. 
Cras. Tis Butts, 


me, 
Malice) 
To quench mine Honour they would ſhame to make me 
Wait — —— A Fellow-Councellor 
— s, and Grooms, and Lackeys! But their Pleaſures 
Muſt — and I attend with — 
Enter the King and Butts at a Window above. 
Buzzes. I'll ſhew your Grace the ſtrangeſt fight---- 
= o_ that, Butts? 
«ts. I think your Highneſs ſaw this many a Day. 
og > yt age agar , N 
W my Lord: 
| motion of his Grace of Canterbury, 
Who holds his State at door * Purſev 
Pages, and Foot · boys. — — 


ere 
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King. Ha? dis be indeed. 


_— — em yet. 1 had thought 
had parted ſo much Honeſty among em, 
bet good Manners, as not thus to ſuffer 

A Man of his Place, and fo near our Favour, 

To dance Attendance on their Lordſhips Pleaſures, 
And at the Door too, like a Poſt with Packets: 

By holy Mary, Butts, there's Knavery ; 

Let em alone, and draw the Curtain cloſe. 

We ſhall hear more anon. 


A Council Table brought in with Charrs and Stools, and placed 
wider the State. Enter Lord Chancellor. places — 
the upper end of the Table. on the Left Hand. A Seat bei 
left void above him. as for the Archbiſhop of Canterbury's 
Seat. Duke of Suffolk, Duke of Norfolk. Surrey, Lord- 
Chamberlain, and Gardiner, feat themſelves in Order en 
each ſide. Cromwel at the lower end as Secretary. 


Chan. Speak to the Buſineſs, Mr. Secretary: 
Why are we met in Council? 
Crom. Pleaſe your Honours, 
The chief Cauſe concerns his Grace of Canterbury. 
Gard. Has he knowledge of it? 
Crom Yes. 
Nor. Who waits there? 
Keep. Wrhout? my Noble Lords. 
Gard, Yes. 
Keep. My Lord Archbiſhop; 
And has done half an hour, to know your Pleaſures. 
Chan. Let him come in. 
Reep, Your Grace may enter now. 
[Cranmer approaches the Council Tables 
Chan. My good Lord Archbiſhop, I'm very ſorry 
To fit here at this preſent, and behold 
That Chair ſtand empty: But we all are Men 
In our own Natures frail, and capable 
Of our Fleſh, few are Angels ; out of which Frailty 
And want of Wiſdom, you that beſt ſhould teach us, 
Have miſdemean'd your ſelf, and not a little: | 
Toward 
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Toward the King firſt, then his Laws, in filli 3 
The whole Realm, by your teaching and your 
(For ſo we are inform d) with new Opinions 
Divers and dangerous, which are Hereies 
And not reform'd. may prove pernicious. 

Gard. Which Reformation muſt be ſudden too, 
My noble Lords; for thoſe that tame wild Horles, 
Pace dem not in their Hands to make em gentle. 
But ſtop their Mouths with ſtubborn Bits, and ſpur em 
Till they ebey the manage. If we ſuffer, 
Out of our Eaſmeſs and childiſh Pity 
To one Man's Honour this contagious Sickneſs, 
Farewel all Phyfick : And what follows then? 
Commotions, Uproars, with a general taint 
Of the whole State: As of late Days our Neighbours, 
The upper Germany, can dearly witneſs, 
Yet freſhly pitied in our Memories. 

Cran. My good Lords; hitherto, in all the Progreſs 
Both of my Life and Office I have labour d, 
And with no little Study, chat my Teaching, 
And the ſtrong Courſe of my Authority, 
Might go one way, and ſafely; and the end 
Was ever to do well: Nor is there living, 
(1 ſpeak it with a fingle Heart, my Lords) 
A Man that more deteſts, more ftirs againſt, 
Both in his private Conſcience, and his Place, 
Defacers of the publick Peace, than I do: 
Pray Heav'a the King may never ſind a Heart 
With leſs Allegiance in it. Men that make 
Envy, and crooked Malice, Nouriſhment, 
Dare bite the beſt. I do beſeech your Lordſhips, 
That in this caſe of Juſtice, my Accuſers, 
Be what they will, may ſtand forth Face to Face, 
And freely urge azainſt me. 

Sf. Nay, my Lord, 
That cannot be; you are a Councellor, 
And by that Vertue no Man dare accuſe you. 

Gard. My Lord, becauſe we have Buſineſs of more moment, 
We will be ſhort with you. Tis his Highneſs Pleaſure, 
And our Conſent, for better Tryal of you, 


From 


From hence you be committed to the Tower, 
Were being but a private Man again, 

You ſhall know many dare accule you b-ldly, 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 
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Cran. Ay, my good Lord of Wincheſter, I thank you, 


You are always my good Friend; if your Will paſs, 
I ſhall both find your Lordſhip Judge and Juror, 
You are ſo merciful. I ſee your end. 

'Tis my undoing. Love ard Meckneſs, Lord, 

Become 2 Church-man better han Ambition: 

Win ſtray ing Souls with Modeſty, again, 

Caſt none away. That I ſhall clear my felf, 

Lay all the weight ye can upon my Patience, 

I make as little doubt, as you do ( onſcience 

In doing daily Wrongs. I could fiy more, 

But Reverence to your Calling makes me 
Gard. My Lord. my Lord, you a'e a Sectary, 

That's the plain Truth; your painted Glois difcovers, 

To Men that underſtand you, words and weakneſs. 
Crom. My Lord of Wimchefler, you're a li tle. 

By your good Favour, too ſharp; Men ſo Noble, 

How ever faulty, yet ſhould find Reſpect 

For what they have been. Tis a Cruelty 

To load a falling Man. 

Gard. Good Mr. Secretary, 
| cry your Honour Mercy; you may, worſt 
Ot all this Table, ſay 10. 

Crom. Why, my Lord? 

Gard, Do not | know you for a Favourer 

Of this new Sectꝰ e are not ſound. 

Cem. Not found? 
Gard. Not found, I fay. 
Crom. Would you were half fo honeſl : 

Mens Prayers then would ſeek you, not their Fears 
Gard. I ſhall remember this bold Language. | 
Crom. Do. 

Remember your bold Life too. 
Cham. This is too much; 
Forbear for ſhame, my Lords. 

Gard. I have done. 
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Crom. And J. R 
Cham. Then thus for you, my Lord, it ſtands agreed, 
I take it, by all Voices; that forthwith 
You be convey'd to th Tower a Priſoner; 
There to remain till the King's further Pleaſure 
Be known unto us. Are you all agreed, Lords? 
All. We are, 
Cran. Is there no other way of Mercy, 
But I muſt needs to th Tower, my Lords? 
Gard. What other 
Would you expect? are ſtrangely troubleſome : 
Let ſome o'th'Guard be ready there. 
Enter the Guard. 
Cran. For me? 
Muſt 1 go like a Traitor thither ? 
Gard, Receive him. 
And fee him ſaſe i'th Tower. 
Cyan. Stay, good my Lords. 
I have a little yet to ſay. Look there, my Lords; 
By vertue of that Ring, I take my Cauſe 
Qut of the gripes of cruel Men, and give it 
To a moſt Noble Judge, the King my Maſter. 
Cham. This is the King's Ring. 
— = — — 4 — * 1 
» Tis his right Ring, by Heaven. I told ye all, 
When we firſt — this 4 Stone a row.ing, 
Twould fall upon our ſelves. 
Nor. Do you think, my Lords, 
The Kiag will ſuffer but the little Finger 
Of this Man to be vex d? 
Cham. Tis now too certain, 
How much more is his Lite in value with him ? 
Would I were fairly out on't. 
Cem My Mind gave me. 
In feeking Tales and Intormations 
Againſt this Man, whoſe Honeſty the Devil 
And his Diſciples only envy at, 
Ye blew the Fire that burns ye; now have at ye: 
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Enter King frowning on them, takes his Seat. 
Gard. Dread Sovereign, 
How much are we bound to Heav'n, 
In daily Thanks, that gave us ſuch a Prince; 
Not only Good and Wiſe, but moſt Religious: 
One that in, all Obedience, makes the Church 
The chief aim of his Honour, and to ſtrengthen 
That holy Duty of our dear Reſpect, 
His Royal Selt in Judgment comes to hear 
The Cauſe betwixt her and this great Offender. 
King. You were ever good at ſudden Commendations, 
Biſhop of Wincheſter. But know, I come not 
To hear ſuch Flatteries now, and in my Preſence, 
They are too thin and baſe to hide Offences. 
To me you cannot reach; you play the Spaniel, 
And think with wagging of your Tongue to win me: 
But whatſoe er thou rak't me for, I'm ſure 
Thou haſt a cruel Nature, and a bloody, 
Good Man, fit down : now let me fee the proudeſt [To Cran; 
He that dares moſt, but wag his Finger at thee. 
By all that's Holy, he had better ſtarve, 
Than but once think, this place becomes thee not. 
Sur. May it pleaſe your Grace — 
King. No, Sir, it does not pleaſe me, 
I had thought 1 had Men of ſome Underitanding, 
And Wiſdom, of my Council; but I find none: 
Was it diſcretion, Lords, to let this Man, 
This good Man, (few of you deſerve that Title) 
This honeſt Man, wait like a lowſie Foot-boy 
At Chamber-Door, and one, as great as you are? 
Why, what a ſhame was this? Did my Commiſſion 
bid ye fo far forget your ſelves? I gave ye 
Power, as he was a Counſellor, to try him, 
Not as a Groom; there's ſome of ye, I ſee, 
More out of Malice than Integrity, 
VWauld try him to the utmoſt, had ye mean; 
Which ye ſhall never have, while 1 do live. 
Cham. Thus far, 
My moſt dread Sovereign, may it like your G:;ce, 
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To let my T excuſe all. What was purpos'd 
Concerning his Impriſonment, was rather, 
If there be faith in Men, meant for his Trial, 
And fair Purgation to the World, than Malice; 
I'm fure in me. 
King. Well, well, my Lords, reſpect him: 
Take him, and uſe him well; he's worthy of it. 
I will fay thus much for him, if a Prince 
May be beholden to a Subject, 1 
Am, for his Love and Service, ſo to him. 
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him; 
Be Friends for ſhame, my Lords. My Lord of Canterbuy, 
I have a Suit, which you muſt not deny me. 
There is a fair young Maid that yet wants Bap:iſm, 
You muſt be Godfather. and an{wer for her. 
| Cyan. The greateſt Monarch now alive may glory 
In ſuch an Honour; how may l deſerve it. 
That am a poor and humble Subject to you? 

King. Come, come, my Lord, you'd {pre your Spoons: 
You ſhall have two noble Partners with you: The old 
Dutcheſs of Norfolk, and the Lady Marqueſs of Dorſet ; 
Will theſe pleaſe you ? 
Once more, my Lord of Wincheſter, I charge you 
Embrace, and love this Man. 

Gard. With a true Heart, 
And Brother's love I do it. 

Cran. And let Heav'n 
Witneſs, howy dear I hold this Confirmation. 

King. Good Man, thoſe joytul Tears ſhew thy true Heart; 
The common Voice I ſee is verified 
Of thee, which ſays thus: Do my Lord of Canterbuwy 
A ſhrewd turn, and he's your Friend for ever. 

Come, Lorcs, we trifle time away: I lo 
To have this young ove made a Chriſtian. 
As I have made ye one, Lords, one remain 


So I grow ſtronger, you more Honour gain. [Ex 
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Port, You'll leave your noiſe anon, ye Raſcals; do you 

take the Court for Paris Garden? ye rude Slaves, leave your 
Within. Good Mr. Porter, I to th' Larder. 
Port. Belong to the Gallows, and be hang d. ye Rogue: 
this a Place to roar in? Fetch me a dozen Crab-tree 
Staves, and ſtrong ones; theſe are but Switches to em: 
ll ſcratch your Heads; you muſt be ſeeing Chriſtnings ? 
Do you look for Ale and Cakes here, you rude Raſcals? 

Mas. Pray, Sir, be patient; tis as much impoſſible, 
Unleſs we ſwept them from the Door with Cannons, 

To — em. as tis to make = ſleep © 
On Morning, which will never be: 
We may — puſh againſt Pals, as ſtir em. 

Port, How got they in, and be hany'd? 

Mas. Alas, I know not; how gets the Tide in? 
As much as one ſound Cudgel of four Foot, 

You ſee the poor remainder, could diſtribute, 
| made no ſpare, Sir. 

Port. You did nothing, Sir. | 

Man. I am not Sampſon, nor Sir Guy, nor Colebrand. 
To mow em down betore me; but it 1 ſpar'd any 
That had a Head to hit, either young or ole, 

He or ſhe, Cuckold, or Cuckold-maker, 
Let me never hope to ſee a Chine again; 


| 


And that I would not for a Cow, God fave her. 


- 77 ou ＋ Mr. Porter ? 
: wit , Mr. Puppy. 
Keep the Door cloſe, 8 5 — 

Man, What would you have me do? 

Port, What ſhould you do, but knock em down bythe 
Gozens? Is this Morefie(ds to Muſter in? Or have we ſome 
lunge Indian with the great Tool, come to Court, the 
Vomen ſo betiege us? Bleſs me! what a try of Fornica- 
wn is at the Door? On my Chriſtian Conſcience, this one 
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Chriſtning will beget a thouſand, here will be Father 
_ God-father, and all together. | 
Man. The Spoons will be the bigger, Sir; thereis aFel. 
low ſomewhat near the Door, he ſhould be a Brafier 
for o my Conſcience twenty of the Dog-days 
i Not; all that ſtand about him are under 
no 
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Theſe are the Youths that thunder at a May-houſe, 
for bitten Apples, that no Audience but the Tribu- 
Tower Hill, or the Limbs of Lime-houſe, their de 
Brothers, are able to endure. I have ſome of em in Limbs 
Patrum, and there they are like to dance theſe three Days; 
betides the running Banquet of two Beadles, that is to 
come. | 


Euter Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham. Mercy o'me; what a Multitude are here? 
They grow till too; from all Parts they are coming, 
As it we kept a Fair here? where are theſe Porters? 


2 
4 


Theic lazy Knaves? Ye've made a fine Hand, Fellows? 


There's a trim Rabble let in; are all theſe 
I cur taithful Friends o'th* Suburbs? we ſhall have 
Great flore of room, no doubt, left for the Ladies, 
When they paſs back from the Chriſtning : 

Pore. And't pleaſe your Honour, 
We are but Men, and what fo many may do, 10 


8 r 
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Net being torn in pieces, we have done: 
is Army cannot rule "em. 
Chan. As I live, 


Port. You Ith* Chamblet, 
Fil peck you oer the Pales elſe. [ Exeunte 
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Euter Trumtets ſounding ; then two Aldermen, Lord Mayor, 
Garter, Cranmer, Duke of Norfolk with his Marſhal's 
Staff, Duke of Suffolk, two Noblemen bearing great 
ding Bowls for the Chriſtaing Gifts; Then four N 
bearing a Canopy, under which the Dutcheſs of Nortolk, 
God mother , bearing the Child richly habited in a Mantle, 
&c. n Then follows the Marchioneſs 
of Dorſet, the other God mother, and Ladies. The Troop 
þ-ſs once abors the Stag e, and Garter ſpeaks. 


Gart. 


| Heaven, 

From thy endleſs Goodneſs ſend 
Long, and ever happy. to the 
Prinze of pp. 


$7 Flowriſh. Enter King and Guard. 
| Cran. And to your Royal Grace, and the neen, 
Noble Partners, bo ne ſelf thus 1 * 
comfort, joy in this moſt gracious Lady, 
deu ever [aid up to make Parents happy, 
May hour! fall upon ye. 
Na # * Thank you, goed Lend Archliſhop: 
. 3 


proſperous Life, 
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What is her Name ? 78 
King. Stand up, ; wy * 
Wich wis Kiſs, * my : God protect thee, | 
Ianto whoſe hand I give thy Life. 4 


Let none think Flattery ; for they'll find em Tru. 
This Royal Infant, Heav'n ſtill move about her, 
Though in her Cradle, yet now promiſes 

Upon this Land, a thoutand thouſand Bleſſings, 

Which time ſhall bring to ripeneſs : She ſhall be, 

but few now living can behold that Goodnels,) 

A Pattern to all Princes living with her, 

And all that ſhall fucceed: Sheba was never 

More covetous of Wiſdom, and fair Virtue, 

Than this Soul ſhall be. All Princely Graces 
That mould up ſuch a mighty Piece as this is, 
With all the Virtues that attend the Good, 

Shall ſtill be doubled on ber. Truth ſhall nurſe her. 
Holy and Heav'nly Thoughts till Counſel her: 

She ſhall be lov'd and fear d. Her own ſhall bleſs her; 
Her Foes ſhake like a Field of beaten Corn, 

And hang their Heads with Sorrow Good grows with her. 
In her days every Man ſhall eat in ſafety, 

Under his own Vine what he plants; and fing 

The me of Peace to all his Neighbours. 

God ſhall be y known, and thoſe about her 

From her ſhall read the perfect ways of Honour, 

And by thoſe claim their Greatneſs, not by Blood. 
Nor ſhall this Peace fleep with her; but as when 

The Bird of wonder dies, the Maiden Phoenix, 

Her Aſhes new create another Heir, 
As great in admiration as her ſelf; 

So ſhall ſhe leave her Bleſſedneſs to One, 
(When Heav'n hall al her from this cloud of dub 
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then be 


His Honour, 


King Hemny VI. 
Who from the ſacred Aſhes of her Honour 
Star 
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riſe, as great in Fame as ſhe was, 


-like 
ſo ſand fix'd. Peace, Plenty, Love, Truth, Terrov: 
were the Servants to this choſen Infant, _ 


his, and like a Vine grow to him 


ever the bright Sun of Heav'n ſhall ſhine, 


and tne greatneſs of his Name, 


Shall be, and make Nations. He ſhall flourify, * 
And like 2 Mountain teach his Branches, 
To all the Plains a out him Our Children's Children 


Shall fee this, 


and bleſs Heav'n. 


. King. Thou ſpeakeſt Wonders. 
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ye all. 


Cran. She ſhall be to the Happineſs of England. 
Princeſs ; many days ſhall fee her. | 

yet no day without a deed to crovyn it. 

| had known no more: But ſhe muſt die, 

, the Saints mult have her; yet a Virgin, 

unſpotted Lilly ſhall ſhe pals 

Ground, and all the World ſhall mourn her 

mg. O Lord Archbithop, 

haſt made me now a Man; never, before 

happy Child, did 1 any thin . 

is Oracle of Comfort io pleas d me, 

when I am in Heav'n, 1 ſhall defire 

what this Child does, and praiſe my Maker. 


To you, my good Lord Mayor, 


THE 


EPILOGUE 


4 8 ten 10 one this Play can never pleaſe 
; All that are here : 3 | 
e 

. but thoſe we fear 
We've frighted with our Trumpets : fo tis clear, 
They'll ſay it's naught. Others, to bear the City 
"Abus'd extreamly, and to cry That's witty ; 
HF hich wwe have not done neither; that, I fear, 
All the expected good ware like to bear, 

For this Play at this time, is only in 
The merciful Conſirubtion of good Women 
For ſuch a one we ſhew'd m: If they ſmile 
And [ay "twill do; 1 know within d while, 
A the bo Mw ave caf5 1, or "th i tap, 
if they bold, when their Ladies bid 'em clap. 
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THE 


PROLOGUE. 


N Troy, there lyes the Scene: From Iſles of Greece 


The Princes Orgillous. their high Blood chaf d, 
Heve to the Port of Athens ſent their Ships, 
Franght with the Miniſters and Inſtrument 
Cruel Mar: Sixty and nine that wore 
| Their Crownets Regal from th Athenian Bay 

Put forth toward Phrygia and their Vow i: made 
To ranſack Troy, within whoſe flrong Immures, 
ub Helen. Menelaus Queen, 

With wanton Paris ſleeps, and that's the Quarxel. 
To Tenedos they come 

Au the deep drawing Barks do there diſgorge 

Ther warlike Fraughtage: Now on Dardan Plas 
The freſh and yet unbruiſed Greeks. do pitch 

Their brave Pavillions. Priam's ſix- gated City, 
Dardan, and Timbria, Helias, Chetas, Troien, 
4 Antenonidus, with maſſy Staples, 

4nd correponſive and fulfilling Bolts, 

Stir ap the Sons of Troy. 

Now Expectation tickling skutiſh Spirits, 

On ove and other ſide, Trojan and Greek. 

ts all on hazard. And hither am I come 

4 Prologue arm'd, rut net in 

of Author's Pen, or Actor's Voice; but ſwited 

Is whe Conditions, as cur Argument ; 

To tel you (fair Beholders) that aut Play 
Lear; o er the vaunt and jr ſtlmgs of thoſe Bro:':, 
Ming in the middle: Starting away, 
Te what may be digeſted in a Play: 
Uke, or find Fault, do as your Pleaſure; ave, 
Now good, or bad, tis bit the chance of War. 
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Deiphobus, A ; 


Nettor, GREEKS: 
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Ajax, * 
Menelaus, | 


2 
Andromache, Wife % Hector. 
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Trojan and Greek Soldiers, with other Attendatth 


SCENE Troy and the Grecian Camp: ' 
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ACT I SCENE I. 


SCENE Ty. 
Enter Pandarus and Troilus. 


TROILUS. 


Fg Deere | 
a Why ſhou'd I war without the Walls 


we of Troy, 
* That find fach cruel Battel here within? 
RS cb Trojan that is Maſter of his Heart, 
er him to Field, Troilus alas hath none. 
TP. Will this Geer ne er be mended? 


Troi. The Greeks are ſtrong, and ckil- 
ful to their Strength. * 


weaker than a Woman's Tear, 
Tamer than Sleep, fonder than Ignorance; 


* 
: 
19 
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| Leſs valiant than the Vi in che Night, i 
And skilleſs as 12 , 0 
Pan. Well, 1 have 93 22 of this: For 


| Part, I'll not meddle nor make an . He tis 
A Cake out of the Wheat, muſt needs tarry the 
Grind 

Trot. live l not tarried? 

Pan. Ab, the Grinding; 1 

Tyoi. Have I not tarried? 

Pan. Ay, the Boulting ; but you muſt tarry the Leav'ning, 

Troi. Still have I tarried. 

Pan. Ay, to the Leav'ning: but here's yet in the ward 
hereafter, the Kneading, the making of the Cake, the Has 
ing of tle Oven, and the Baking; nay. you muſt tay the 
cooling too, or you may chance to burn your Lips. 

Troi. Patience her ſelf, what Goddeſs e er ſhe be, 
Doth leſſer blench at Sufferance, than I do: 

At Priam's _— — I do fit; 
And when fair Creffid comes into my Thoughts, — 
So, Traitor ! — When ſhe comes? when is ſhe thence! 


Pan. Well, 
fairer than ever I ſaw her look, 


She look'd ye 
Or any Woman elte. 
Troi, | was about to tell thee, when my Heart, 
As wedged with a ſigb, would rive in twaia, 
Left Hefor, or my Farther ſhould perceive me, 
I have (as when the Sun doth li a Storm) 
Buried this figh, in wrinkle of a 
But Sorrow, that is couch'd in _ Gladneſe, 
Is like that Mirth Fate turns to ſudden Sadnefs. . 

Pen. And her Hair were not ſomewhat darker than He 
les s.. well goto, there were no more Compariſon between 
the Women. But for my part the is my Kiſwoman; | 
would not (as they term 4 ha but 1 would ſome 
Body had heard ker talk \ellerda y, as I did: 1 will got 


diſpraiſe your Siſter Caſſandre's Wir, but —— 

Tyoi. rr | tell thee, Pandarus —— 
When I do tell thee, there my Hopes lye drown'd, 
Reply not in how many Fathoms deep 
"uy lye intrench d. 1 tell thee, I am mad 
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Love. Thou anſwer 't, the is Fair, 
Ein the open Ulcer of my Heart, 
Eyes, ber Hair, her Cheek, her Gate, ber Voice, 
Handeſt in thy Diſcourſe——O that! her Hand! — 
fla whoſe Co mparifon, al Whites are lak 
W their n ) to whole ſoft ſeizure 
The Cignets down is Ln of Senſe 
Hard as the Palm of Pl- is thou tell'ſt me; 
As true thou tel't me; w 1 16 I love her: 
But ſaying thus. 860 Balm, 

that 


* 
y & in every gaſh that Love hath given me, 
made it. 
Pan. I ſpeak no more than Truth. 
Tei. Thou doſt not ſpeak fo much. 
Pan. 
the 


| het cars whether yaw 60 or ©6. Sh-'s a Fool 
bebind her Father: Let her to the Greeks, and ſo 


—— pond for my part, I'll meddle 
make no more i th matter 


2 
f 


you ſpeak no more to me, I will leave all as 


I found it, and there's an end. [Exit Pandarus. 
[Sound Alarum. 
Tyoi. Peace, you Clamours, peace rude Sounds, 


Fools on both ſides. — Lge 
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plague me! 
Pandarus, 


ao 


you 


But Pandarus — O 
12 come to Creſſid, 


be 
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"all 
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is out of Town to day 


in War, 


as ſubject all the Vale, 


el; Hector, hoi Patience 


1 to day wa: mo d: 


and ſtruck his Armorer, 


he was | 
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Then you ſay, as | 
is not Troilws, in ſome degrees. 
of them, be is himlelt. 
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Bias and thwart, not anſweri 


with Cheeks abaſh'd, 
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Fool, 
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n 
Should 2s the Axle-tree 
On which the Heav'n's ride, Klit all Greeks Ears | 
To his ienc'd Tongue: Yet let it pleaſe both _ 

Aga. 

That 
Divi 
ww 


- Amidſt the other, whoſe med'cinable Eye 
Corre&s the ill Aſpects of Planets evil, 
And poſts like the Command ment of a 
Sans check, to good . 
In evil mixture to diſorder wander, 

What Plagucs, and what Portents, what Mutiny ? 
What raging of the Sea? ſhaking of Earth? 
Commotion in the Winds? Frights, changes, horrors, 
Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 

The unity, and married calm of States 

Quite from their fixture? O, when Degree is ſhaken, 
{Which is the Ladder to all high Deſigns) | 1 
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Eaterprize is fick. How could Communities, 
= in Schools and Brother hoods in Cities, 
Peaceful Commerce from dividable Shores, 
The Primogenitive, and due of Birth, 
Freropative of Age, Crowns Scepters, Lawrels, 
{But by Degree) ſtand in Authentick Place? 
Take but degree away, untune that String. 
And hark what Diſcurd follows; each thing meets 
In meer oppugnancy. The bounded Waters 
Would lift their be higher than the Shores, 
And make a ſop of all this folid Globe: 
Strength would be Lord of Imbeciliry, 
And the rude Son would ſtrike his Father dead 
Force would be Right; or rather, Right and Wrong 
ſdetween whole endleſs jar Juſtice re ſides) 
Would loſe their Names, and fo would Juſtice too. 
Then every thing includes it ſelf in Power, 
Power into Will, Will into Appetite, 
And Appetite (an univerſal Wolt, 
80 doubly ſeconded with Will and Power) 
Muſt make perforce an univerſa! prey, 
And laſt, eat up himſelf. Great Agamemmnon 
This Chaos, eis ſuflocate, 
— — the choaking: 
this neglection of Degree is it, 
That by a pace goes backward, in a 
It hath to climb. The General's diſdain d 
By him one ſtep below ; he by the next; 
That next by him beneath : So every 
Exampled by the firſt pace, that is fick 
Of his Superior, grows to an envious Feaver 
4 _ bloocleſs Emulation. 
tis this Fe wer that keeps Troy on foot. 
Not her own Simecs. To end * of length. 
Trey in our vreakve's lives. not in her ſtren th. 
Nef. Moſt wiiciy hath Ulyſſes here diſcover'd 
—_ whereof al cur Power is ſick. 
& The Nature of the ſickneſs found, Ulyſſes, 
* 2 = Remedy ? Mes 
t Achilles, whom Opini 
Vol, v. * 8 K 2 N he 
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The Sinew, and the Fore-hand of our Hoſt, 
Having his Ear full of his airy Fame, 

Grows dainty of his Worth, and in his Tent 
Lies mocking our _ With him Patroclus, 
Upon a lazy Bed, the live-long day 

Breaks ſcurril Jeſts ; 

And with ridiculous and auk ward Action, 
(Which, Slanderer, he | mitation calls) 
He Pageints us. Sometimes, great Agamennon, 
Thy topleſs Deputation he puts on; 

And like a ſtrutting Player, whoſe Conceit 
Lies in his Ham-firing, and doth think it rich 
To hear the wooden Dialogue and Sound 
*Twixt his ſtretch'd footing, and the Scaffoldage, 
(Such to. be- pit ed, and o er · reſted ſeeming 
Ne acts thy Greatneſs in) and when he ſſ 
'Tis like a Chime a mending; with terms unſqum d; 
Which from the Tongue of roaring Typhon 

Would ſeem Hyperboles. At this tuity tuff 

The large Achilles, on his preſt-bed lolling, 

From his deep Cheſt, laughs out a loud Applauſe: 
Cries —— excellent | —— tis Agamenmon jult. — 
Now play me Neſſor — hum, and ſtroke thy Beard 
As he, being dreſt ro ſome Oration. 

That's done; as near as the extremeſt Ends 

Ot Parallels v as like as Vulcan and his Wife: 

Yet good Achilles ſtill cries, Excellent! 

Tis Neſtor right! Now play him, me, Patroclus, 

Ar ming to anſwer in a Night- alarm 

And then, forſooth, the faint defects of Age 

Muſt be the Scene of Mirth, to cough and ſpit, 
And with a Palſie fumbling on his Gorget, 

Shake in and out the Rivet — and at this ſport, 

Sir Valour dies; cries, O! — enough Patroclus —— 
Or, give me Ribs of Stee!, I ſhall 2 all 

In pleaſure of my And in this faſhion 

All eur Abilities, Gifts, Natures, Shapes, 

Scyera.s and generals of Grace exact. 
Archievements, Plots, Orders, Preventions, 
Excitements to the Field, or ſpeech for Truce, 
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Sacceſs or Loſs, what is, or is not, ſerves 
As ſtuff for theſe two, to make Paradoxes, 

Neft. And in the Imitation of theſe twain, 
Who, as Ulyſſes fays, Opinion crowns 
With an Imperial Voice. many are infet: 
Ajax is grown ſelf-wilÞPd, and bears his Heca1, 
In fuch a Rein, is full as proud a place, 
As broad Achilles, and keeps his Tent like him; 
Makes tactious Feaſts, rails on our ſtate of War, 
Bold as an Oracle, and ſets Therſates, 
A Slave (whoſe Gall coins Slanders like a Mint) 
To match us in Compariſons with Dirt, 
To weaken and diſcredit our Expoſure, 
How rank ſoever rounded in With danger. 

Ul. They tax our Policy. and call it Cowardiſe, 
Count Wiſdom as no Member of the War, 
Fore-ſtall our Preſcience and eſteem no A, 
But that of Hand: The till and mental Parts, 
That do contrive how many Hands ſhall ſtrike 
When f tneſs calls them on, and know by meaſure 
Of their obſervant Toil, the Enemies weight, 
Why this hath not a Finger's dignity; 
They call this Bed- work, Mappe ry, Cloſet- War 
So that the Ram, that batters down the Wall, 
For the great ſwing and rudeneſs of his poize, 
They place before his Hand that made the Engine, 
Or thole that with the ſiueneſs of their Souls, 
By Reaſon guide his Execution. 

Neſt. Let this be granted, and Achilles Horſe 


many Thetis' Sons. | Twcket ſornd:. 
Aga. What Trumpet? Look Menelan:. 
Men. From Troy. 


Enter Eneas. 
Aga. What would you fore our Teat ? 


Rue. Is this great Agamemnon's Tent, I pray you? 
gs. Evea this. 
Dee. May one that is a Herald and a Prince, 

Do a fair Meſſage to his Kingly Ears? 
Aga. With ſurety ſtronger * Achilles Arm, 

Tore all the Greekiſh Heads, which wich one Voice 
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Call Agamennon Head and General. 

ue. Fair leave, and large ſecurity. How may 

A Stranger to thoſe moſt Imperial Looks, 

Know them from Eyes of other Mortals? 

Aga. How ? 
ue. Ay: Lask, that I might waken Reyerence, 

And on the Cheek be ready with a bluſh 

Modeſt as Morning, when ſhe coldly eyes 

The youthful Pharbus : 

Which is that God in Office, guiding Men ? 

Which is the high and mighty Agamemmon? 

Aga. This Trojan ſcorns us, or the Men of Troy 

Are Ceremonious Courtiers. | 
ue. Cuurtiers as free, as deboniar, unarm'd, 

As bending Angels; that's their Fame, in peace: _ 

hut when they would ſeem Soldiers, they have Galls, 

Good Arms, Joints, true Swords, and ore accord, 

Notki:.g fo full of lier. But peace. ZEneds, 

Peace Trojan, lay thy Finger on thy Lips. 

The worthinefs of Praiſe diſtains his worth, 

It that he prais'd himſelf, bring the Praiſe forth: 

What the repining Enemy commend, 

That breath Fame blows, that Praiſe ſole pure tranſcends 
Aga. Sir, you of Troy, call you your felt, Zneas? 
fine. Ay, Greek, that is my Name. 

Aga. What's your Affair, I pray you? 
Due. Sir, pardon, tis for Agamemnon's Ears. 
Aga. He hears nought privately 

Thar comes from Troy. 

Aue. Nor 1 from Troy come not to whiſper him, 

I bring a Trumpet to awake his Ear, 

To {et his Senfe on the atrentive bent, 

And then to {yc:k. 

Aga. Speak frankly as the Wind, 

It is not Agamenner's fleeping hour; 

That thou ſhalt know, Trojan, he is awake, 

He telis thee fo himſelf. 
ue. Trumpet blow loud: 

Send thy braſs Voice thro? all theſe lazy Tents, 

Aud every Greek of Mettle, let him know 
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means fairly, ſhall be ſpoke aloud. 
IEP * PT The Trumpet s ſornd. 
We have, great Agamemnon here in Troy, 
A Prince call'd Hector, Iriam is his Father: 
Who in this dull and long continu' d Truce 
þ ruſty grown he bed me-ake a Trumpet, 
And to this purpoſe ſpeak: Kings, Princes, Lords, 
If there be one amongſt the fair'ſt of Greece, 
That holds his Honour higher than his Eaſe, ; 
That ſecks his Praiſe, more than he fears bis Peril, 
That knows his Valour, and knows not his Fear, 
That loves his Miſtreſs more than in Confeſſion, 
(With truant Vows to her own Lips he loves) 
And dare avow her Beauty and her Wor th, 
In other Arms than hers ; to him this Challenge. 
Hedtor, in view of Trojans and of Greeks 
Shall make it good, cr do his beſt to do it, 
He hath a Lady, wiſer, fairer, truer. 
Than ever Greek did compaſs in his Arms, 
And will to Morrow with his Trumpet call, 
Midway between your Ten:s, and Walls of Troy, 
To row: a Grecian that is true in love. 
It any come. HeZor ſhall Ti5nour him 
If none he'll fay in Troy when he retires, 
The Grecian Dames are Sun-burnt, and not worth 
The fplinter of a Lance; even ſo much. 
Aga. This ſhall be told, our Lovers, Lord ca-. 
If none of them have Soul in ſuch a kind, 
+ We have lef: them all at home: But we are Soldiers; 
And may that Soldier a meer Recreant prove, 
dat means not, hath not, or is not in love; 
It then one is, or hath, or means to be, 
That one meets Hector; if none, I'll be he. 
Neſt. Tell him of Neſtor; one that was a Man 
When Hedor's Grardiire ſuckt; he is old now, 
But if there be not in our Grecian mold, 
One Nobleman, that hath ove ſpark of Fire, 
To anſwer for his Love: tel him from me, 
TI aide my Silver Beard in a Gold Beaver, 
And in my Vantbrace put this wither'd brawn, 
K 3 Ane 
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And meeting him, will tell him, that my Lady 

Was fairer than his Grandam, and as chaſte 

As may be in the World; his Youth is flood, 

I'll pawn this truth with my three drops of Blood. 
Hue. Now Heav'ns forbid ſuch ſcarciry of Youth. 
Ulyſ. Amen. 

Aga. Fair Lord ueas, 

Let me touch your Hand: 

To our Pavillion ſhall 1 lead you firſt: 

Achilles ſhall have word of this Intent, 

So ſhall each Lord of Greece from Tent to Tent : 

Your ſelf ſhall feaſt with us before you go, 

And find the welcome of a Noble Foe. aun, 

— Manent Ulyſſes and Neſtor 
NN Neftor. 


Neſt. What ſays Uiyſſes ? 
Ulyſ. have a young Conception in my Brain, 
Be you my Time to bring it to ſome ſhape. 
Nef. Vſhat ist? 
Uly/. This tis: 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots; the ſceded Pride 
That hath to this maturity bloven up 
In rank Achilles, muſt or now be cropt. 
Or, ſkeddivg. breed a Nurſery of like evil 
To Renee or us all, 
Neſt, Well and how now? 
Uly/. This Challenge that the valiant Hector lends, 
However it is ſpread in general Name, 
Relates in purpoſe only to Achilles. 
Neſt. The purpoſe is perſpicuous even as Subſtance, 
Whoſe groſſneſs little Characters ſum up, 
And in the publication make no ſtrain : 
But that Achilles, were his Brain as barren 
As Banks ot Lybia, tho#, 2 12 
*Tis dry enough, will with great ſpeed of Judgment, 
Ay, wich — find Hector's purpole 5 
Pointing on bim. 
U And wake him to the Anſwer, think you? 


Neſt. Yes, tis moſt meet; whom may you elſe oppole 


That can from Hector bring his Honour off, 
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If cot Achilles? Thought be a ſportful Combat, 
Yet in this Trial much Opinion dwells. 
For here the Trojans taſte our dew it repute 
With their fin' Palate : And truft to me, U.;/es, 
Our imputation ſhall be odly pois d 
In this wild Action. For the ſuccels, 
Although particular, ſhall have a ſcantling 
Of good or bad, unto the Genera: : 
And in ſuch Indexes, although {mall Pricks 
To their ſubſequent Volumes, there 1: ſeen 
The baby figure of the Giant-mat+ 
Of things to come at large. It is ſuppos'd, 
He that mcets Hector, iſlues from our choice; 
And choice being mutual act of all our Souls, 
Makes Merit her Election, and doth boil 
As "were from forth us all; a Man diſtill'd 
Out of our Virtucs; who miſcarry ing. 
What Heart from hence receives the conqu'ring part 
To ſteel a ſtrong Opinion to themſelves, 
Which entertain d, Limbs are his Inſtruments, 
In no leſs working, than are Swords and Bows 
Directive by the Limbs. 

U Give pardon to my Speech; 


Therefore tis meer, Achilles meet not Hecter 


Let us, like Merchants, ſhew our lewleſt Wares, 
And think perchance they il fell; if not, 
The luſtre of the better, yet to ſhe ., 
Shall ſhew the better. D» not conſent, 
That erer Hector and Achilles meet: 
For both our Honour, and our Shame in this, 
Are dogg d with two ſtrange Followers. 

Neft. | ſee them not with my oli Eves: What are 

Ulyſ. What Glory our Achilles ſhares frora Heclor, 
Vere he not proud, we all ſhould wear with kim: 
But he already is too inſolent; 
And we were better parch in Africk Sun 

in the pride and falt ſcorn of bis Eyes, 
Should he ſcape Hedor fair. If he were foil'd, 
Why then we did our main Opinion cruſh 
la taint of our beſt Man. No, make a Lott'ry, 
K 4 
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And by device let blockiſh Ajax draw 

The fort to fight with Heco: Among our ſelves, 

Give him allowance as the worthier Man, 

For that will Phyſick the great Myrmidon, | 

Who broils in loud applauſe, and make him fall 

His Creſt, that prouder than blue Iris bends. 

If the dull brainleſs Ajax come fafe off, 

We'll dreſs him up in Voices; if he fail, 

Yet go we under our Opinion till, 

That we have better Men. But hit or miſs, 

Our Projects life this ſhape of ſenſe aſſimes. 

Ajax imploy'd, plucks down Achilles Plumes. 
Neft. Now Ulyſſes, I begin to reliſh thy advice, 

And I will give a taſte of it forthwith 

To Agamenmon, go we to him ſtreight; 

Two Curs ſhall tame each other; Pride alone 

Muſt tar the Maſtiffs on, as 'twere their Bone. [Exent, 


Aer 8 SCENE Lt 
SCENE the Grecian Camp. 


Enter Ajax and Theriites. 


AX. Herſites. 
na 77. Agamemnon-— how if he had Nets 
full. all over generally. ' Talking to himſelf, 
ax. Therſ1tes. 
= And thoſe Biles did run-----fay {--- did not the 


General run, were not that a Butchy core? 


Ajax. Dog. | 
The. Then there would come ſome matter from him: | 


ſee none now. 

Ajax. Thou Bitch-Wolt's Son, canſt thon not hear? 
Feel then. [Strikes him, 

Ther. The Plague of Greece upon thee, thou Mungre 
b:ef-witted Lord. 

Ajax. Speak then, you whinid' leayen, ſpeak, | wil 
beat thee into haudſomnefs. 


The, 
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Ther. 1 ſhall ſooner rail thee into wit and holineſ+; but 
I think thy Horſe will ſooner con an Oration than thou 
learn a Prayer without Book: Thou canſt ſtrike, cauſt 
thou? A red Murrain o'thy Jades tricks. 

ax. Toads-ſtool, learn me the Proclamation. 
Doeſt thou think 1 have no ſenſe, thou ftrik't me 
= The Proclamation. ſthus? 
Thou art proclaim'd a Fool, I think. 

Ajax Do not Porcupine, do zot; my Fingers itch. 

I would thou didſt icch from He a1 to Foot, and 
I had the ſcratching of thee, I would make thee the 
loathſlom'f ſcab in Greece. - 

Hax. | ſay, the Proclamation. 

Ther. Thou grumbleſt and raileſt every hour on Achilles, 
and thou art as full of Envy at his Greatreſs, as Cerberu- 
is as Proſerpima's Beauty. I, that thuu bark lt at him. 

ax, Miftreſs Therſites. 
Thou ſhouldit ſtrike him. 


_=_ Cobloaf. 
lle would pun thec into Shivers with his Fiſt, as 
2 Sailor breaks a Bisket. 

Ajax. You whorſon Cur. [ Beating him. 

1her. Do, do. 

Ajax, Thou ſtool for a Witch. 

iber. Ay, do, thou fodden-witted Lord; thou haſt no 
more Bram than 1 have in my Eibows: An Aſinico may 
tutor thee. Thou ſcurvy vs iant Afs, thou art here but 
to threſh Troſ ans, and thou art bought and fold among 
thoſe ot any wit, like a Ba, barian Slave. If thou uſe to 
beat me, I will begin at tuy Heel, and tell what thou art 
by Inches, thou thirg of no Bowels, thou. 

Ajax. You Dog. 

Ther. You {curvy Lord. 

Ajax. You Cur. [ Beating hin. 

lier. Mars bis Idiot; do Rudeneſs, do Camel, de, do. 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 

Acbil. Why. how row, Ajax? whereſore do you this? 
tow row, Therſites? what's the matter, Man? 

Ther, You fee him there, do you? 

dint, Ay, what's the Marter? 

N 7 Ther. 
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They. Nay look upon him. 

Achil. So 1 do, what's the matter? 
They. Nay, but him well. | 
Achil, Well, why I do fo. c 
Ther. But yet you look not well upon him; for whoſe. 


ever you take him to be, he is Ajax. 
Achil. 1 know that, Fool. 
Ther. Ay, but that Fool knows not l:imfſel!f. 
ax. Therefore I beat thee. 

Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he utters, ki; 
Evaſions have Ears thus Jong. I have bobb'd his Brun 
more than he has beat my Bones: I will buy nine 
for a Penny, and his Pia Mater is not worth the ninthPar 
of a Sparrow. This Lord (Achilles) Ajax, who wen 
Wit in his Belly, and his Guts in his Head, VI! tell yu 
what I fay of him. . 

Achil. What? . bim 
Ajax offers to ftri im, Achilles interfoſ, 
Ther. 167 this þ — 4 © 
Achil. Nay, good Ajax. ſt, 
Ther. Has not fo much Wit—— 
Achil. Nay, I muſt hold you. 
- They. As will ſtop the Eye of Helen's Needle, for whom | I. 


he comes to fight. W 
Achil. Peace, Fool. Ti 
They. 1 would have peace and quietneſs, but the Food! | I. 

will not: he there, that he, look you there. ol 


Ajax. O thou damn'd Cur, I ſhall —— 

Achil. Will you fet your Wit to a Fool's # | 

Ther. No, I warrant you. for a Fool's will ſhame it. 

Pat. Good Words, Therſctes. 

Achil. What's the Quarrel? 

Ajax. I bad the vile Owl go learn me thetenureof tt 
Proclamation, and he rails upon me. 

They. I ſerve thee not. 

way Well, 2 to, go to. 

Ther. | ſerve here voluntary. 

Achil. Your laſt Service was ſufferance, twas not volunts- 
ry no Man is beaten voluntary : Ajax was here the yolut 
tary, and you as under an Impreſs, * 
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Ther. Ev'n ſo- a great deal of your Wit too lies in your 
dine ws, or elſe there be Liars: Heclor ſhall have a great catch. 
if he knock out either of your Brains, he were as good 
crack a fuſty Nut with no Kernel. 

Achil, What, with me too, Therſores ? 

Ther. There's Ulyſſes, and old Neſtor, whoſe Wit was 
mouldy e'er their Grandfires had Nails on their Toes, yoke 
you like draft Oxen, and make you plongh up the wair. 

Achil, What! what! 

Ther. „ ſooth, to Achilles, to Ajay, to 

ax. | cut out your Tongue. 
. "Tis no matter, 1 ſhall ſpeak as much as thou af- 
terwards. | 
Pat. No more Words, Tberſites. 

Ther, I will hold my peace when Achilles Brach bids 
me, ſhall 1? 

Achil, There's for you, Parroctrs. 

Ther, 1 will ſee you hang i like Clotpoles, e er I come 
any more to vour "Conte, | will Keep where there is Wit 
ſtirring, and le- ve the ction of Fools, [ Exat. 

Pat. A good ridds. . PI” 

Achil, Marry this, © . is proclaim'd through all our Hoſt, 
That Hector, by the firth hour of the Sun, 

Wiil with 2 'Trc 2:pet, twint gur Tents and Troy, 
To Morrow morning call ſome Knight to Arms, 
That bath a Stomach, and uch a one that dare 
Maintar: 1 know not what: * Tis Traſh, farewel. 

Ajax. Cfarewel! who ſhall anfwer him? 

Aciul. 1 know not, tis put to Lutt'ry ; otherwiſe 
he knew his vlan. 

4jax. O, meaning you, I will go learn more of it. Exit. 


SCENE II. Priam's Palace in Troy, 


Eiter Priam, Hector. Troilus, Paris and Helenus. 


Pri, After fo many Hours, Lives, Spec ches ſpent, 
Thus once again fays Neſtor from the Greeks, 
Deliver Helen, and all damage eli: 
(As Honour, loſs of Time travei. Expence 
Wounds, Friends, and what elſe dear, that is conſum'd 
| {5 
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In hot digeſtion of this Cormorant War) 
Shall be Hruck off. Hector, what ſay you to't ? 
Hed. T no Man leſſer fears the Greeks than l, 


As far as touches my particular; yer, dread Friam, 
There is no Laty of more ſofter Bowels, 

More ſpungy to ſuck in the ſenſe of tear, 

More ready to cry out, Who knows what follows, 
Than He#.y is; the wound of Peace is ſurety, 
Surety ſecure; but modeſt doubt is call'd 

The Beacon of the wiſe ; the Tent that ſearches 
To th'bottom of the worſt. Let Helen po. | 
Since the firſt Sword was drawn about this Queſtion, 
Every Tithe Soul mongſt many thouſand diſmes, 
Hath been as deaf as Helen, | mean of ours: 

If we have loſt fo many Tenths of ours 

To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to us 

(Had it our Name) the value of one ten; 

What merit's in that reaſon, which denies 

The yieldiag of her up? 

Tre. Fic, fie, my Brother: 

Weigh you the worth and honour of a King is 
(So great 1s our dread Father) in a Scale 
Of common Ounces? Will with Counters ſum 
The vaſt ion of his Infinite : 
And buckle in a waſte, moſt fathomleſs, 
With Spans and Inches fo diminutive, 
As Fears and Reaſons? Fie for godly ſhame. 

Hel. No marvel, tho' you bite fo ſharp at Reaſons, 
You are empty of them. Should not our Father 
ear the great ſway of his Affairs with Reaſons, 
Becauſe your Speech hath none that tells him fo ? 

Troi. You are for Dreams and Slumbers, Brother Prieſt, 
You fur your Gloves with Reaſons: Here are your Reaſous, 
You know an — intenes you harm: 


You know, 2 Sword imploy'd is — 

And Rcaſon flies the object 2 all harm: 

Who marvels then, when Helena beholds 

A Grecian and his Sword, if he do ſet 

The very wings of Reaſon to his Heels: 

Or like a Star difarb'd.—— Nay, if we talk of Ray 
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And flie like chidden Mercury from 8 
— ſhut our Gates and fleep: Man and Honour 
Should have hard Hearts, would they but fat their Thoughts 
With this cramm'd Reaſon : Reaſon and Reſpect 
Make Lovers pale. and luſty hood de ject. 

Hed. Brother, ſhe is not worth 
What ſhe doth coſt the holding. 

Tei What's ought, but as tis valu'd ? 

Hef. But Value dwells not in particular Will, 
It holds his Eftimate and Dignity, 
As well wherein tis precious of it ſelf, 
"As in the prizer: *Tis made ldolatry, 
To make the Service greater than the God ; 
And the will dotes that is inclinable 
To what infectiouſly it ſelf affects, 
Without ſome Image of th affected Merit. 

Tyoi. I take to day a Wife, and my Election 
Is led on in the conduct of my Will; 
My Will enkindled in mine Eyes and Ears. 
Two trading Pilots twixt the dangerous Shores 
Of Will and Judgment. How may I avoid 
(Although my Will diſtiſt what is elected) 
The Wife I choſe? there can be no evaſion 
To blench from this, and to ſtand firm by Honour, 
We turn not back the Silks upon the Merchant, 
When we have ſpoil'd them; nor the remainder Viands 
We do not throw in unreſpective place, 
Becauſe we now are full. It was thought meet 
Paris ſhould do ſome Vengeance on the Greeks : 
Your Breath of full conſent bellied his Sails, 
The Seas and Winds (old Wranglers) took a Truce, 
And did him Service; he touch'd the Ports deſir d. 


Why keep we her? the Grecians our Aunt: 
Is ſhe worth kecping? why, rep el. 

Whoſe Price hath launch'd above a thouſand Ships, 
And turn'd Crown'd Kings to Merchants. 


If you'll avouch 'rwas Wildom, Paris went, 
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(As muſt needs, for all cry'd, Go, go:) 
If you'll confeſs, he moe noble Prize, 
(As you muſt needs. for you all clap'd your Hands, 
And cry'd, Ineſtimable;) why do you now 
iſle of your proper Wiſdoms rate, 
And do a deed that Fortune never did, 
the Eſtimation, which you priz d 
icher than Sea and Land? O Theft moſt baſe! 


Enter Caſſandra with her Hair abont her Ears. 
Cry, Trojans, cry. | 
Pr. Whit noer what fviek is this? 
Troi. Tis our mad Sifter, 1 do know her Voicc. 
Heck. It is Caſſandra. 
o Cry, Trojans, cry ; lend me ten thouſand Eyes, 
And I will fill + cnn with prophetick Tears. 
ron om mh 7 eng nd wrinkled Od 
Virgins Boys, mid- a d 
1 that nothing can — cy, 
Add to my Clamour: Let us pay betimes 
3 moicty of that — Moan to — 
, Trojans, cry, r Eyes with Tears, 
Troy — ne do nor 5 — ſtand, 
Our Fire- brand Brother Paris burns us all. 
Cry, Trojans, cry, a Helen and a Wo; 
Cry. cry. Troy burns, or elſe let Helen go. Exil. 
Hect. Now, youthful Troilus, do not the high Strains 
Of Divination in our Siſter work 
Some touches of Remorſe? Or is your Blood 
So madly hot, that no diſcourſe of Reaſon, 
Nor fear of bad Succeſs in a bad Cauſe, 
Can qualife the ſame ? 
Troi. Why, Brother Hector, 
We may not think the juſtueſs of each act 
Such and no other than Event doth form it; 
Nor once deject the Courage of our Minds, 
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Becauſe 's mad; her brain- ſick Raptures 
Cannot nk goodneſs of a Quarrel, 
Which hath our ſeveral Honours all engag'd 
To make it gracious. For my private part, 
lam no more touch'd than all Priam's Sons, 
And Fove forbid. there ſhould be done amongſt us | 
Such _— as might offend the weakeſt Spleen, 
To fight tor, and maintain. 
Pay. Elſe might the World convince of Levity, 
As well my Undertakings, as your Counleis: 
But I atteſt the Gods, your full conſent 
Gave Wings to my P ion, and cut off 
All Fears attending on fo dire a Project. 
For what, alas, can theſe my-ſingle Arms? 
What Propugnation is in one Man's Valour, 
To ſtand the Puſh and Enmity of thoſe 
This Quarrel would excite? Yet, I proteſt, 
were | alone to paſs the Difficulties, J 
And had as ample Power, as I have Will. 
Paris ſhould ne er retract what he hath done. 
Nor faint in the purſuit. 
Pri. Paris, you ſpeak 
Like one beſotted on your ſweet Delights; 
You have the Honey ſtill, but theſe the Gall, 1 
80 to be Valiant, is no Praiie at all. | 
Par. Sir, | propoſe not meerly to my ſclf, 
The Pleaſures ſuch a Beauty brings with it: 
But I would have the Soil of her fair Rape 
Wip'd off in honourable keeping her. 
What Treaſon were it to - ranſack'd Queen, 
iſgrace to your t Worths, and Shame to me, 
— dener her Poſſeſſion 1 
On terms ot baſe Compultſion ? Gan it be, 
That fo degenera e a ſtrain as this, 
Should once ſet foot within your generous Boſoms? 
There's not the meaneſt Spirit on our Party, 
Without a Heart to dare. or Sword to draw, 
When Helen is cefendes : Nor none fo Nable, 
Whole Life were ill beftow'd, or Death unfam'd, 
Where Helen is the Subject. Thea, 1 fay, 
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Well may we fight for her, whom we know well, 
The World's large Spaces cannot parallel. 

Her. Paris and Tyoilus, you have both ſaid well: 
And on the Cauſe and Queſtion, now in hand, 
Have gloſs d, but ſuperficially ; no: much . 
Unlike young Men. whom graver Sages think 
Unfit to hear moral — 

The Reaſons you alledge do more conduce 
To the hot Paſſion of diſtemper'd Blood, 

Than to make up a free Determination 
*F'wixt Right and Wrong: For Pleaſure and Revenge, 
Have Ears more deaf than Adders, to the voice 
Of any true Deciſion. Nature craves 

All Dues be rendred to their Owners; nov 
What nearer Debt in all Humanity, 

Than Wife is to the Husband ? It this Lav 

Of Nature be through Affection, 
And that Minds, of partial Indulgence 
To their mmed Wills, teſiſt the ſame, 
There is a Law in each well- ordered Nation, 
To curb thoſe raging Appetites that are 

Moſt diſobedient and refractory. 

If Helen then be Wife to Sparta's King, 

(As it is known ſhe is) theſe moral Laws 

Of Nature, and of Nations, {peak aloud 

To have her back return d. Thus to perſiſt 

In — —_— extenuates not wrong, 

But makes it much more heavy. Hector s Opinion 
— on in 8 — truth; yet ne ertheleſs, 

* tely Brethren, 1 opend to you 
In — to keep Helew Hill; . 

For tis a Cauſe that hath no mean dependance, 
Upon our joint and ſeveral Dignities. 

Troi. Why there, you rouch'd the Life of our Deſigns: 
Were it not Glory that we more affected, 
Than the performance of our heaving Spleens, 
I would not wiſiz a drop of Trojan Blood 


t more in her Defence. But, worthy Hedor, 
is a Theam of Honour and Renown, 
A Spur to valiant and magnanimous Deeds, 
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Whoſe preſent Courage may beat down our Foes, 


And Fame. in time to come, canonize us. 
For | preſume brave Hector would not loſe 
v rich advantage of a promis'd Glory, 
As ſmiles the Forchead of this Action, 
For the wide World's Revenue. 

Hef. 1 am yours, 
Yon valiant Off ſpring of great Priamus, 
| have a roiſting Challenge ſent amongſt 
The dull and factious Nobles of the Greeks, 
vill rike Amazement to their drowhie Spirits. 
| was advertis'd, their greꝛt General ſlept, 
hilt Emulation in the Army crept : 


This | preſume will wake him. [ Exeunt, 
SCENE Il. The Grecian Camp 
Enter Therſites ſous. 


How now, Therſites ? what, loſt in the Labyrinth of 
thy Fury? Shall the Elephant Ajax carry it thus? He 
beats me, and I rail at him: O worthy Satisfaction! 
would it were otherwiſe; that I could beat him, whillt 
he mild at me: Stoot, I'll learn to Conjure and raiſe De- 
vis, but I'll fee ſome iſſue of my ſpiteful Execrations. 
Then there's Achilles, a rare Engineer. If Troy be not 
taken till theſe two undermine it. the Walls will ſtand 
ul they fall of themſelves. O chou great Thunder-dar- 
ter of Olympus forget that thou art Fove the King of 
Gods; and Merczery loſe all the Serpentine Craft of thy 
Caducens, if thou take not that little, little, leſs than 
lire, wit from them that they have, which ſhort-arm'd 
lenorance it ſelf knows, is fo abundant ſcarce, it will not 
in Circymvention deliver a Fly from a Spider, without 
crawing the maſſy Irons and cutting the Web: After 
this, the Vengeance on the whole Camp, or rather the 
Bone-ach, for that, merhinks, is the Curſe dependant on 
thoſe that war tor a Placket. I have faid my FRE. 
8 Envy, ſay Amen. What ho? my A- 
? 
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Enter Patroclus. 
== Who's there? Therſites. Good Therſites come in 
rail. . 

Ther. If I could have remembred a gilt Counter, thou 
would'ſt not have ſlip'd out of my Contemplation, but it 
is no matter, thy felt upon thy ſelf. The common Curſe 
of Mankind, Folly and Ignorance be thine in great Re- 
venue; Heav'n bleſs thee from a Tutor, and Diſcipline 
come not near thee. Let thy Blood be thy direction til 
thy Death, then if ſhe that lays thee out, lays thou art a 
fair Coarſe, Lil be ſworn and ſworn upon't, ſhe never 

any but Lazars, Amen. Where's Achilles? 

Patr, What. art thou devout ? waſt thou in a Prayer? 

Ther. Ay, the Heav'ns hear me. 

Enter Achilles. 

Achil. Who's there ? | 
Pair. Therſites, my Lord. 
Achil. Where, where? art thou come ? why, my Cheeſe, 

my Digeſtion—— why haſt thou not ſerved thy ſelf up 

to my Table, ſo many Meals? Come, what's Agamen- 
non ? 

Ther. Thy Commander, Achilles; then tell me, Pat 
clus, what's Achilles? 

Patr. Thy Lord, Therſues: then tell me, I pray thee, 
what's thy felt? 

Ther. Thy Knower, Patroclus: then tell me Patrocius, 
what art thou? | 

Patr. Thou may'ſt tell, that know'ſt. 

Achil. O tell, tell. 

Ther. Vil decline the whole Queſtion. Agamemnon com- 
mands Achilles, Achiliesis my Lord, I am Patrocluss Knower, 
and Patroclus is a Fool. 

Paty. You Raſcal — 

They. Peace, Fool, I have not done. 

Achil. He is a privileg d Mao. Proceed, Therſites. 


"© 


Ther. Agamennon is a Fool, Achilles is a Fool, Therſites | 


is a Fool, and, as aforeſaid, Patroclus is a Fool. 

Achil. Derive this; come. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a Fool to offer to command Achilles, 
Achilles is a Fool to be — 
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fin ut Fool to ſerve ſuch a Fool, and Patroclus is a Fool 


. Why am I a Fool! TBA 

du Agamemnon, Ulyſſes, Neſtor, Diomedes, Ajax, 

and Chalcas. 

Ther. Make that demand to thy Creator, it ſuffices me 
thou art. Look you, who comes here ? 

All. Patroclus, I'll ſpeak wich no Body: Come in with 
me. Therſutes. ö [ Exit. 

Ther. Here is ſuch Patchery, ſuch Jugling, and fuch 
Lavery: all the Argument is a Cuckold and a Whore, a 
— to draw emulatious Factions, and bleed to 

ns: Now the dry Serpigo on the Subject, and 

Var and Lechery confound all. 

Aga. Where is Achilles? 

Paty. Within his Tent, but ill diſpos d, my Lord. 

4 Let it be known to him that we are here. 
Re ent our Meſſengers, and we lay by 
Our Appertainments, viſiting of him 


la lim be told of, leſt perchance he think 


Ve dare not move the queſtion of our place, 
Or know not what we are. 

kur. I ſhall ſo ſay to him. [Ex 
Uh. We ſaw him at the opening of his Tent, 


Exit, 
Ajax. Yes, Lion-fick, ſick of a proud heart: you may 


Hes not ſick. 


ail i Melancholy, if you will favour the Man, but by m 
| bead, tis Pride; but why, why? let him ſhevy us the 


auſe, A word, my Lord. [To 
Neff. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him? 
Ub. Achilles bath inveigled his Fool from him. 
Ne. Who, Therſues? 
u He. 
Nef. Then will Ajax lack Matter, if he have loſt his 
t. 


M No, ſee he is his Argument, that has his Ar- 


3. 
Nef. All the better, this Fraction is more our wiſh than 
— but it was a ſtrong Counſel that a Fool 


- 
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Uly{. The Amity that Wiſdom knits not, Folly may ea- 
fily untye. 


Here comes Patroclus. 
Neff. No Achilles with him? 
DV The Elephant hath Joints, but none for Courteſie; 
His Legs are Legs for „ not for flight. 
Patr. Ariulles bids me fay, he is much forry, 
If any thing more than your Sport and Pleaſure, 
Did move your Grearneſs, and this noble State, 
To call-upon him ; he hopes it is no other, 
But for your Hralth and your Digeſtion ſake; 
An after-Dinner's Breath. 
Aga. Hear you, Patreclus; 
We are too well acquainted with theſe Anſ.yers: 
But his evaſion wing'd thus ſwift with ſcorn, 
Cannot ourflic our Apprehenſions. 
Much attribute he hath, and much the reaſon, 
Why we aſcrite it to him; yet ell his Virtues, 
(Not virtuouſly of his own part beheld) 
Do in our Eyes begin to loſe their Gloſe; 
And like fair Fruit in an unwholſom Dich, 
Are like to rot untaſted ; go and tell him, 
We come to ſpeak with him, and you ſhall not ſin, 
If you do fay, we think him over-proud, | 
And under-honeft; in Self. aſſumption greater 
Than in the note of judgment; and worthier than himſelf, 
Here tend the Savage Strangeneſs he puts on, 
Diſguiſe the holy Strength of their command, 
And under write in an obſerving kind 
His humorous predominance; yea, watch 
His pettiſh Lines, his Ebbs, his Flows; as if 
The Pa and whole Carriage of this Action 
Rode on his Tide. Go tell him this, and add, 
That if he over-hold his Price fo much. 
We'll none of him; but let him, like an Engine 
Not portable, lye under this report. 
Bring Action hither, this cannot go to War: 
A ſtirring Dwarf we do allowance give, 
Before a fleeping Gyant ; tell him fo. 


A 


Pur. 


n ——» 
. *_ —— —_—_— 


7 


— Taortus ard CRRSSIDA. 237 


Pur. 1 hall, and bring his Anſwer preſentiy. [ Exir. 
4 ln ſecond Voice we'll not be ſatisfied, 
ve come to {peak with him. Uyſſes, enter you. 


[Exis Ulyſſes. 
Hjax. What is he more than another ? 
Aga No more than what he thinks he is. 

Aar Is he much? do you not think he thinks him- 
{lf à better Man than lam? 

wil yu fabſeribe bi Thought, and ſay, he is? 

ax. W:! uM is , , 18 
= No ble Ajax, you are as ſtrong, as valiant, as 
wiſe, ao leſs noble, much more gentle, and altogether 
more tractable 
Ajax. Why ſhou'd a Man be proud? How doth Pride 
? 1 know not What it is. 

Aga. Your Mind is clearer, Ajax, and your Virtues the 
fairer; he that is proud cats up himſelt. Pride is his own 
Glaſs, his own Trumpet his own Chronicle, and what- 
ever Praiſes it ſelf but in the Deed, devours the Deed in 
the Praiſe. 


Enter Ulyſſes. 

= do hate a proud Man, as I hate the engendring 
of Toads. 

Nel. Yet he loves himſelf: Ist not ſtrange? 

J Achilles will not to the Fieid to- Morrow, 

£ga. What's his Excuſe ? 

Ul He doth rely on none; 
But carries on the Stream of his Diſpoſe, 2 
without obſervance or reſpect of any, 
la Will peculiar, and in Sclt-admiſſion. 

Aga. Why will he not, upon our fair requeſt, 
Un-tent his Perſon, and ſhare the Air with u:? 

Ub Things ſmall :s Nothing, for Requeſts fake only 
He makes Important: Poſſeſt he is with Greatneſs, 
And ſpeaks not to hingf#lt. but with a Pride 
That quarrels at Self Breath. Imagin'd Wrath 
Holds in his Blood ſuch ſwoln and hot Diſcourſe, 
That twixt his menral and his active Parts, 
Kingcom'd Achilles in commotion rages, 
Aud batters gainſt it ſelf; what ſhou'd | ſay? 
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He is ſo plaguy — that the death-tokens of it 


you well, and will be led 
At your 12 a little from __ 


When t trom 
That 1 A 
And never ſuſſers matter of the World 
Enter his Thoughts, fave ſuch as do revolve 
And ruminate himſelf? Shall he be worſhip'd, 
Of that we hold an Idol, more than he? 


No, this Thrice Worthy, and Right Valiant Lord, 
Muſt not ſo ſtale his Palm, nobly acquir'd, 


Nor by my Will aſſubjugate his Merit, 


As amply Titled, as Achilles is, by going to Achilles: 
That were to enlard his Fat, * Pride, 


And add more Coles to Cancer, when he burns 


With gs prong, | great Hyperion. 
This Lord go to him? Jupuer forbid, 
And fay in Thunder, Achilles go to him. 
Neſt. O this is well, he rubs the Vein of him. 


Dio. And how his Silence drinks up this Applauſe. 
Lax. It I go'to him— with my armed Fiſt, 
y O no, you ſhall not 
Hax. And he be proud 2 I'll pheſe his Pride; let 
me 
5 3 — hengs upon our Qual 
A paultry Infolent Fellow —— 
Ajax. Can he not be ſociable? 
Uly/. The Raven chides blackneſs. 
Aga. He will bethe Phyfician, that ſi ould be the Patient. 
ax. And all Men were o'my Mind 


T'll paſh him o'er the Face. 
5 
* How he deicribes himſelt. 
Ajax. [I'll let his Humours Blood. 
Wit would be out of faſhion. 


Ajax 


| 
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Haz. He ſhould not bear it ſo, he ſhould eat Swords 
ern ſhall Pride carry it? 

Nef. And 'twould, you'd carry half. 

U He would have ten ſhares. 

Sar. 1 will knead him, Il make him ſupple, he's not 


through 
go" Fore? him with Praiſes, pour in, pour iv, his Am- 
bition is dry. 
Ms Lord, you feed too much on this diſlike. 
Neft. Our noble General, do not do fo. 
Div. You muſt p epare to fight without Achilles. 
Uſ. Why, tis this naming of him doth him harm. 
Here is a Man------but tis before his Face ----- 
| will be filent. | 
Neff. Wherefore ſhould you ſo? 


' He is not emulous, as Achilles is, 


U Know the whole World, he is as valiant. | 
Hax. A whorſon Dog! that ſhall palter thus with us 
would he were a Trojan. 

Neſt. What a Vice were it in Ajax now 

U If he were proud. 

Dio, Or covetous of Praiſe. 

Uly. Ay, or ſurly born. 

Die. Or ſtrange, or ſelt-2ffcted. (poſure ; 
U Thank the Heav'ns, Lord, thou art of a ſweet Com 
Praiſe him that got thee, ſhe that gave thee ſuck : 

Fame be thy Tutor, and thy parts of Nature 

Thrice fam'd beyond, beyond all Frudition ; 

But be that diſciplin'd thy Arms to fight, 

Let Mars divide Eternity in twain, 

And give him half; and for thy Vigor, 

bearing Milo his addition yield 
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Von ſhould not have the eminence of him 


But be as Ajax 
Shall 1 call you Father? 
Up Ay; my good Son. 


Dia. Be d by Ph. Lord Ajax. 
Uly/. There's no tarrying here, the Hart Achilles 
thicket ; pleaſe it our General, 
To call together all this Srate of War; 
Freſh Kings are come to Troy; to-Morrow 
We muſt with all our main of Power ſtand faſt: 
And here's 2 Lord (come preg trom Eaſt to Weſt, 
And cull their Flower) Ajax {hall cope the beſt, 
4. Go we to Council, let Achilles fleep; 
Light Boats may fail firife, though great bulks draw deep. 
[ Exeunt, 


— 


ACT HI. SCENE I 


SCENE Troy. 


Enter Pandarus, and 4 Servant. Mauch within. 


Pan.F7Riend! you! pray you a word: Do not you follow 
the young Lord Paris? 
Ser. Ay, Sir, when he goes before me. 
Pan. You do depend upon him, I mean? 
Ser. Sir, I do depend upon the Lord. 


Pan. Vou depend upon a Noble Gentleman: I multneeds | 


him. 
Ser. The Lord be praiſed. 
Pan. You know me. do you not? 
Ser. Faith. Sir, {aperficially. 
Pan Friend, know me better. I am the Lord Pandarts 
Ser. I hope I ſhall know your Honour better. 
Pan. I do deſire it. 
Ser. You are in the fate of Grace? 


Pan. Grace, not fo, Friend, Honour and Lordſhiparemy 
Titles: What Muſick is this? 


Ser, I do but partly know, Sir; i is Muck in parts 


= = — a 


* 
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any, ani chow are too cunning At whole requeſt do 


NT Mic indeed, Sir; marry, Sir, at the requeſt of 
Paws, my Lord, who's there in Perſon; with him the mor- 
tal Vue, the Heart-blood of Beauty, Love's inviſible Soul. 
Pan, Who, my Couſin Creſſida : 

Ser. w_ * Helen; could you not find out thatby her 
rrributes 

Pan. It ſhould ſeem, Fellow, that thou haſt not ſeen 
— Ge,. 1 come to ſpeak with Paris from the 

Tpailus: 1 will make a Complemental Aſſault 
tim, for my Buſineſs ſeethes. +4 
du. Sodden Buſineis, there's a ſtew d Phraſe indeed. 
Euter Paris aad Helen. 

Pan. Fair be to you, my Lord, and to all this fair Com- 
pny: Fair deſires in all fair meaſure fairly guide them, 


Joly ts you, fair Queen, fair Thoughts be your fair 


A N 5 
a. Lou our fair lure, ſeet Queen : 
Pace, 2 
for. You have broken it, Couſin, and by my Life you 
kal make it whole again, you ſhill piece it out with a 
pece of your performance. Nel, he is full of Harmon). 
ta, Truly, Lady, no. 
Ram. O, Sir 
i is den in go! oth ver 
Rb fd, my Lor ell, 1 : <M 

e Buſinels to my Lord, dear Queen ; my Lord, 
nil you vouchſafe me a Word ? 


fs 
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Helen. Nay, this ſhall not hedge us out, we'll hear you 
certainly. 

An. Well ſweet Queen, you are pleaſant with me; 
but, marry thus, my Lord, my dear Lori, and moſt e- 
ſeemed Friend, you: Brother Troilus —— 

Helen. My Lord Pandarus honey-ſweet Lord. 

Pan. Go to, ſweet Queen, go ro — 

Commends himſelf moſt affectionately to you. 

Helen. You ſhall not bub us out of our melody: 

If vou do, our Melancholy upon your Head. 

_- Sweet Queen, ſweet Queen, that's a ſweet Queen 
1 taith-—— 

Helen. And to make a ſweet Lady fad, is a ſower Offence, 
Nay, that ſhall not ſerve your turn, that ſhall it not in 
truth la. Nay I care not for ſuch Words, no, no 

Pan. And, my Lord, he defires you, that if the King 
call for him at Supper, you will 2 his excuſe. 

Helen. My Lord Pandarus —— 


Pan. What ſays my ſweet Queen, my very, very feet 
Queen ? | 


Pay. What Exploit's in hand, where ſups he to Night? 
Helen. Nay, but my Lord. 


Pan. What ſays my ſweet Queen? my Couſin will fal 
out with you. 
Helen. You muſt not know where he ſups. 
Par. With my diſpoſer Creſſida. 
Pan. No, no, no ſuch matter, you are wide, come, your 
diſpoſer is lick. 
Par. Well, Il make _ ** o 
Pan. Ay, my Lord; why ou fay 
No, jour poor Gia lick. * 
Par. | — 
Pan. You ſpy, what do you ſpy? Come, give me an 
Inſtrument now, ſweet Queen. 
Helen. Why this is kindly done. 
Pan. My Neice is horrible in love with a thing you 
have, ſweet Queen. 
N Helen. She ſhall have it, my Lord, if it be not my Lord 
arts, 


Pan. He? no, ſhe'll none of him, they 0 
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F in after falling out, may make them three. 
a + EO 1 EL PI fing 
now. 

— Fb. ay, prithee now ; by my troth, ſweet Lord 

„ dan haſt a fine Fare head 
| A , YOU ma — 

2 thy Sorg be Love: This Love will undo ust. 
ISI ay, that it ſhall, i faith. | 

Par. Ay, good now, Love, Love, nothing but Love. 
La. In good troth it begins ſo. 


cen, 
_ Lue, Love. nothing but Love, ſtill more: 
1 


For O Love's Bow 

Shoots both Buck and Doe: 

The Shaft confounds not that it wounds, 
But tickles flill the Sore : 

Theſe Lovers cry, oh ho they dye; 


| | Yet that which ſeems wound to kill, 
"= a 
bt ? dying Love lives ſill, 
O ho « while, but ha ha ha; 
1 fal 0 ho groans out for ba ha ha bey ho. 


Helm, In Love \'faith to the very tip of the Noſe. 
Tar. He eats nothing but Doves, Love, and that breeds 
your lat Blood, and hot Blood begets hot and hoc 
Tacuglts beget hot Deeds, and hot Deeds are Love. 
— 2 ms S Lou Hot ns, < Ho 
s, and hot Deeds? why they are Vipers, I 
fa | Generation of Vipers ? * w_ 


dweet Lord, who's aficld to Day? 
ne m T. Hector. Deiphobus, Helenus 2 all the 
Pay of Troy. 1 would fain have arm'd to Day, but 
my Nell would not have it fo. 
r you TIP iy Beecher Doihs want not! Wl. 
hangs the Lip at ſomething; you know 
Lord lord Fandarus. Y * ö 
as. Not 1, 
he. | 


Pan. I will ſweet Queen, [ Exit. Sound a Retreat, 
Par. They're come from Field; let us to Priam's Hall 
To the Warriors. Sweet Helen, | muſt woo you, 
= unarm our Hector: His ſtubborn Buckles, 
Wit white enchanting Fingers toucht, ' 
Shell more cbey, than to the edge of Tel, 
Or force of Greekiſh Sinews, ſhall do more 
Than all the Iſland Kings, di == 
Helen. *T will make us proud to be your Servant, Pam: 
Yea, what he ſhall receive of us in duty, 
Gives us more palm in Beauty than we haye: 
Yea, over-ſhines our ſelf 
Sweet, above thought, | love thee. [ Exeunt, 
Enter Pandarus, and Troilus's Man. 
Fan. How now, where's thy Maſter, at my Couſin 
Creſffida's ? | 
Ser. No, Sir, he ſtays for you to conduct himthither. 
Enter Troilus. 
| Pan. O, here he comes; How now, how now? 
Troi. Sirrab, walk off. 
Pan. Have you feen my Coufin ? 
Tr0i. No, Pandaris: I ſtalk about her Door 
Like a ſtrange Soul upon the Stygian Banks 
Staying for waftage. O be thou my Charon. 
And give me ſwift t nce to thoſe Fields, 
Where I will wallow in the Lilly Beds 
Propos d for the deſerver. O gentle Pandarus. 
From Cupid's Shoulder pluck his painted Wings. 
And fly with me to Creſſid. 
Pan. Walk here i th* Orchard, VII bring her ſtraight. 
[Exit Pandarus 
Trot. I am giddy; tion whicles me round, 
Th' imaginary reliſh is 
That it enchants my Senſe; what will it be 
When that the watry Palates taſte indeed 
Love's thrice reputed NeQtar? Death, I fear me 


| 


2 o.2 
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bundiag Deſtruction, or ſome Joy too fine, 
3 

For m wers; 

| fear it much, und 1 o fear beſides, 

That I hall loſe diſtinction in my Joys, 

ks doth a Battel when they charge on heaps 


The Enemy flying. 
Enter Pandarus. 

Pan. She's making ber ready, ſhe'll come ſtraight; — 
null be witty now, ſhe does fo bluſh, and fetches her 
Vind ſo ſhort, as if ſhe were fraid with a Sprite: I'll fetch 
ker; it is the prettieſt Villain, ſhe fetches her breath ſo 
ſhort as a new ta en Sparro [Exit Pan. 

Du Even ſuch a Paſſion 


W. 
doth embrace my Boſom: 
My Heart beats thicker than a feverous Pulſe, 
had all my Powers do their beſtowing loſe, 
like Vaſſalage at unawares encountring 
The Eye of Majeſty. 

Enter Pandarus and Creſſi Ja. 
Is. Come, come; what need you bluſh ? | 
ume sa Baby; here ſhe is now, ſwearthe Oaths now to her, 
that you have fworn to me. What, are you gone again, you 
mult be watcl*d ere you be made tame, muſt you ? Come 
yurways, come your ways, and you draw back ward we'll 
pt you th Files: Why do you not ſpeak to ber? Come 
tun this Curtain, and let's fee your P. cture. Alas the day, 
hne laatꝭ you are to offend day · light? and 'rwere dark you'd 
Gleſooner, So, ſo, rub on, and kiſs the Miſtreſs; how now, 
ili in Fee-farm ? build there, Carpenter, the Air is ſweet. 
, you ſhall fight your Hearts out ere I part you. The 
— q_ ercel, for all the Ducks t th River: Go 
Ini. You have bereft me of all Words, Lady. 
la. — 5 no Debts, give her Deeds: But ſhe'll 
aye you och Deeds too, it ſhe call your Activity in 
— What, billing again? here's in witneſs whereof 
= interchangeably —— Come in, come in, I'll go 


Wil you walk in, my Lord? 
Ini, © Oed, how often have 1 wiſht me thus? 
L 3 Cre, 
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Cre: Wiſht, my Lord! the Gods grant; -----O, my Lord 

Doi. What ſhould they grant; ＋ makes this year 
ion; what too curious ies my ſweet 

in the Fountain of our — n * 

Cre. More Dregs than Water, if my Fears have Eyes. 

_ Fears make Devils of Cherubins, they never ſee 
truly, 

Cre. Blind fear, that ſeeing Reaſon leads, finds ſaſer 
footing than blind Reaſon ſtumbling without Fear; to fer 
the worſt, oft cures the worſe. 

Troi. © let my Lady apprehend no fear, | 
In all Cupid s Pageant there is preſented no Monſter, 

Cre. Nor nothing monſtrous neither ? 

Troi. Nothing but their Undertakings, when we vom 
to weep Seas, live in Fire, eat Rocks, tame Tygers, think 
ing it harder for our Miſtreſs to deviſe Impoſition 
than for vs to undergo any Difficulty impoſed. This i 
the monſtroſity in Love, Lady, that the Will is infinite, 
and the Execution confin'd ; that the Defire is boundlch, 
and the Act a Slave to limit. 

Cre. They fay all Lovers ſwear more performance than 
they are able, and yet reſerve an Ability that they never 
perform: vowing more than the per fc ction of ten; and dif 
charging leſs than the tenth part of one. They that hive 
the Voice of Lions, and the aft of Hares, are they not 
Monſters? | 

Toi. Are there ſuch? ſuch are not we: Praiſe us as we 
are taſted, allow us as we prove: Our Head ſhall go bare, 

till Merit crown it; no Perfection in reverſion ſhall havea 
Praiſe in preſent; we will not name Deſert before his Birth, 
and being born, his addition ſhall be humble; few Words to 
fair Faith. Tro:lus ſhall be ſuch to Crefſida, as what Envy 
can ſay worſt, ſhall be a mock for his Truth; and whit 
Truth can ſpeak trueſt, not truer than Tyoilws. 
Cre, Will you walk in, my Lord? 
Enter Pandarus. 
Pan. What, bluſhing ſtill? have you not done talking 


t? 
as Well, Uncle, what folly I commit, I dedicate © | 
yd 9 Pan, 
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Pan. I thank you for that; if my Lord get a Boy of you, 
youll give him me; be true to my Lord, if he flinch, 
chide me for it. 

Tri. You know now your I loſtages; your Uncle's 
Vord and my firm Faith. 

Pan. Nay, I'll give my Word for her too; our Kindred, 
— be long ere they are wood, they are con- 
ſknt being won: They are Burrs, 1 can tell you, they'll 
lick where they are thrown. 

Cre. Boldneſs comes to me now, and brings me Heart: 
Prince Troilus, I have lov'd you Night and Day, 
for many weary Months. 

Tru. Why was my Crefid then ſo hard to win? 

Oe. Hard to ſeem won: But | was won, my Lord, 
Vith the firſt glance that cver — Pardon me 
EI confeſs much, you will play the Tyrant: 

Love you now, but not till now, ſo much 
Jut I might maſter it in faith I lie 
My thoughts were like unbridled Children, grown 
Too head-ſtrong for their Mother; ſre we Fools, 
Why have 1 blabb'd ? who ſhall be true to us 
Vhen we are fo unſecret to our ſelves? 
but though I lov'd you well, 1 woo'd you not, 
2 L wiſht my felf a Man: 
Or that the Women had Mens privilege 
Of ſpeaking firſt, Sweet, bid me hold my Tongue, 
or in this Rapture I ſhall ſurely ſpeak 
The thing I ſhall repent ; ſee, your Silence 
Coming in dumbneſs, for my weakneſs draws 
My Soul of Counſel from me. Stop my Mouth, 
Ire. And ſhall. albeit ſweet Muſick iſſues thence. { Kg. 
Pan, Pretty, i faith. 
Ce, My Lord, I do beſeech you pardon me; 
Tun not my purpoſe thus to beg a Kils: 
lam aſham d O Heav'ns, what have I done 
for this time will I take my leave, my Lord. 

Troi. Your leave, ſweet Crefſid? 

, Pan. Leave! and you take leave till to Morrow Morn- 


Gr, Pray you, content you. 
L 4 Tho 
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Bur an unkind ſelt, that it ſelf will leave, 
To be another's Fool, Where is my Wit ? 
I would be : I ſpeak I know not what. 


7 they what they ſpeak, that ſpeak b 


And if it can, I will preſume in you, 
To feed — her lamp and IN 
To k Conſtanq in plight youth, 
Out- — Beauties . With a Mind 
That doth renew ſwifter than Blood decays. 
how Perſwaſion could 1 

t my integrity and truth to you, 
* be affronted with the match and weight 

ſuch a winnowed purity in Love: 
How were I then up-lifted ! But alas, 
] am as true as Truth's Simplicity, 
And ſimpler than the Infancy of Truth. 

Cre. In that I'll war with you. 
Troi. © virtuous Fight, 

Whea right with right wars, who ſhould be moſt right? 
True Swains in Love, ſhall in the World to come 
A their truths by Troilus; when their Rhimes, 
Full of of oath, and big compare, 
Want ſimilies: Truth tired with Iteration, 
As true as Steel, as Plantage to the Moon, 
As Sun to Day, as Turtle to her Mate, 
As Iron to Adamant, as Earth to th' Center: 
Yet after al! compariſons of truth, 
(As Truth's Authentick Author to be cited) 
As true as Troilus, ſlall crown up the Verſe, 


4 
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When Water drops 

And blind Oblivion ſwallow'd Cities up, 
aud mighty 22 
To not z yet let Memory, 

bn de w fall — Maids in love. 

thbraid my Falſehood; when they've ſaid as falſe 

&s Air, as Water, as Wind, as fandy Earth; 

, ber to Lamb, as Wolf to Heifer's Calf; 

Pard to the Hind, or Step-dame to her Son; 

Ya, let them ſay, to ſtick the Heart of Falſehood, 

ks falſe as Creſſid. 

Pan. Go to, a Page made: Seal ir, ſeal it, Il be the 
Vinefs. Here 1 hold your Hand; here my Coulin's; if 
ner you prove falſe to one another, ſince | have taken ſuch 
| Fiinstobring you together, let all pitiful Goers-between be 
ald. to the World's end, after my Name: Call them all 
dauert; let all conſtant Men be Troiluſſes, all falſe Women 
Ou, and all Brokers between, Panders; lay, Amen. 
Imi. Amen. 

Amen. 


* 


and Cupid grant all Tongue- ty d Maidens here, | 
led, Chamber, and Pander, to provide this geer. [ Exeunt. 


D  $CENE Ul. The Grecian Camp. 


= 4 1— N 


lun Agamemnon, Ulyſſes. Diomedes, Neſtor, Menelaus 
| and Calchas 


Cal. Now, Princes, for the Service I have done you, 

IN advantage of the time prompts me aloud, 

To call for recompence : Appear it to your Mind, 

That through the tight I bear in things to come, 

| ae ehandon'd Troy, len my Poſlethon, 8 
Ls i 
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Incurr'd a Traitor's Name, expos'd my ſelf, 
From certain and poſſeſt Conveniencies, 
To doubtful Fortunes, ſequeſtring from me all 
That Time, Acquaintance, Cuſtom, and Conditien, 
Made tame, and moft familiar to my Nature. 
rde 
As new into the W ſtrange, unacquainted, 
I do beſcech you, as in way of taſte, 
To give me now a little benefit, 
Out of thoſe many Regiſtred in Promiſe, 
Which you fay live to come in my behalf. 
Aga. What wanki® thou of us Trojan ? Make demand. 
Cal. You have a Trojan Priſoner, call'd Anthenor, 
Yeſterday took : 2 
Ott have you (often have you Thanks therefore) 
Defir'd my Cfd in right Exchange, 
Whom Troy hath fill deny'd: : But this Aurhenor, 
I} know, is ſuch a wreſt in their Affairs, 
That their Negotiations all muſt flack, 
Wanting this Manage ; and they will almoſt 
os totes > dagr$og 2 Son of Priam, 
In change of him. Let him 0 C SD — 
And he ſhall buy my Daughter: And her Preſence 
Shall quite firike © all Service I have done, 
In moſt accepted pain. 
Aga, Let Diomedes bear him. 
And bring us Creffid hither: Calchas ſhall have 
What he requeſts of us: Good Diomede, 
Furniſh you fairly for this ent 
With all, bring Word, if Nader will to Morrow 
Be anſwer'd in his Chal! Ajax is ready, 
Dio. This ſhall I and tis a Burthen 


Which I am proud to bear. (n 


Enter Achilles and Patroclus, in their Tent. 
1 Achilles ſtands i th entrance of his Tent; 
e it our General to paſs ſtrangely by him, 

As if he were ot; and Princes * 
Lay negligent regard upon him: 
J wil come laſt, tis like he'll — 


me, 
Why fuch unplauſive Eyes are bent? why n 


looſe 
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I have Deciſion medicinable, 
— Stran and his Pride. 
which his own Will ſhall have deſire to drink, 
: Pride hath no other Glaſs 


It may do p 
To ſhew it ſelf, but Pride; for 
Arrogance, and are the proud Man's Fees. 
Aga. We'll execute your Purpoſe, and put on 
4 form of St , 
90 do each , and either him not, 
Or elſe diſdainfully, which ſhall ſhake him more, 
Than if not look't on. I will lead the Way. F 

Al. What, comes the General to ſpeak with me? 
You know my Mind. I'll fight no more gainſt 

Aga. What ſays Achilles, would be ought with us? 


Nef. Would you, my Lord, ought with the General? 
Athil. No 


Nothing, my Lord. 
2 The better. 0 
Achil. Good Day, good Day. 
Men. How do you ? How do you? 
Achil. What, does the Cuckold fcorn me? 


i, Good Morrow. 
. Ay, and gocd next Day too. { Exexnt. 
| — 1 — og act Ann 
Patr. They pais ſtrangely: They were us d to bend, 
To fend their — before how 62 Achilles : 
To come as humbly 2s they us'd to creep 


| To Holy Altars. 


Achil. What, am I poor of late? 
"Tis certain, Greatneſs once tall u out with Fortune, 
Muſt fall out with Men too: What the dec hn d is, 
He ſhall as ſoon read in the Eyes of others, 
As feel in his cwn Fall: For Men like Butter- flies, 
Shew not their mealy Wings, but to the Summer; 
And not a Man, for being timple Man, 
fath any Honour, but honvur'd by thoſe Henoure 
That are without hum; as Place, Riches, Favour, 


Prizes 
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Which when they fall & hopper Nanders 
Whic the (as i 
The Love that Jean'd on them as ſlippery too, 4 
Doth one pluck down another, and together 
Dye in the Fall: But tis not fo with me, 
Fortune and I are Friends, I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did . 
Save theſe Mens Looks. who - ——_— find out 
Something in me not worth that rich Beholding, 
As they have often given. Here is Ulyſſes. 
Il interrupt his Reading. — How now Ulyſſe;? 
Ulyſ. Now, great Thetis Son! 
Achil. What are you reading? 
Uly/. A firange Fellow here 
Writes me, that Man, how dearly ever parted, 
How much in having. or without, or in, 
Cannot make boaſt to have that which he hath; 
Nor feels not what he owes, but by Reflection, 
As when his Virtues ſhining upon others, 
Heat them and they retort that Heat again 
To the firſt Giver. 
Achil. This is not ſtrange, Ulyſſes, 
The Beauty that is born here in the Face, 
—— Bearer knows — — commends it ſelf, 
ot going from it felt, but Eye to Eye oppos d, 
Salute « — other, wich each others Form. 
For Speculation turns not to it ſelf, 
Till it hath travell'd, and is marry'd there 
Where it may fee its ſelf; this is not ſtrange at all. 
D Ido not ſtrain at the Poſition, 
It ak miliar ; but at the Author's drift; 
Who in his Circumſtance, ex proves 
That no Man is the Lord hee; Ar 
(Tho' in and of him there is much conſiſti 
Till he communicate his Parts to others: 
Nor doth he of himſelf know them for 
Till he behold them formed in th* Applauſe 


Where they're extended! Which like an Arch reverb'cates 
The Voice again, or like a Gate of Steel, 
Fromting the Sun, receives and readers back = 


— — —— ———— —— 
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flis Figure and his Heat. I was much rapt in this, 


4nd here immediately 
———— 
Heav'ns! What a Man is there ? A very Horſe, 

That has he knows not what Nature, what things are 
Moſt abject in Regard, and dear in Uſe; 

What things in moſt dear in the Eſteem, 

And poor in Worth: Now ſhall we ſee to Morrow, 
An act that very chance doth throw upon him: 
fjax renown'd! O Heav'ns, what ſome Men do, 
While fome Men leave to do! 

How ſome Men creep in skittiſn Fortune's Hall, 
Whiles others play the Idiots in her Eyes: 

How one Man eats into another's Pride, 

While Pride is feaſting in his Wantonneſs ! 

To ſee theſe Grecian Lords why, even already, 
A the Lubber Ajax on the Shoulder, 

As if his Foot were on brave Hector s Breaſt, 


Aud great Troy ſhrinking. 


Achil. 1 do believe it, 


A great-fiz'd Monſter of Ingratitudes: 


| Thole (craps are good Deeds 


_ —_ — ER 8 


| Vhere one but goes abreaſt, kcep then the Path, 


— hat h thouſand Sons, 

one by one purſue; it you give W 
Or alide from the direct torth-right, 
like to an entred Tide, they all ruſh by, 
And leave you hindmolt; 

Ot like a gailant Horſe fall u in firſt Rank, 


— 
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Lye there for pavement to the abject, near 
er-run and trampled on: Then what they do in preſent 
Tho' leſs than yours in paſt, muſt o er- top yours: 


. 
ſhakes his parting Gueſt by th' Hand; 
with Arms — as he would fly, 
in the Comer; the Welcome ever ſmiles, 
And Farewel goes out ſighing: O let not Virtue ſeek 
Remuneration for the thing it was; for Beauty, Wit, 


High Birth, Vigour of Bone, Deſert in Service, 


ſt Privacy 
Zut gainſt your Privacy, 
2 are more potent and heroical : 
"Tis known, Achilles, that you are in Love 
With one of Priam's Daughters. 

Achil. Ha! known! | 

V Is that a wonder? 
The Providence that's in a watchful State. 
Knows almoſt every grain of Pluto's Gold; 
Finds bottom in th' uncomprehenſive deep, 


Keeps place with thought; and almoſt liks the Gadty | 
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thoughts unveil in their dumb Cradles: 
=> is a Myſtery (with whom relation 
Durſt never meddle) in the Soul of State, 
Which hath an Operation more divine, 
Than Breath of Pen can give expreſſure to: 
All the commerce that you have had with 
ks perfectly is ours, 2s yours, my Lord. 

better would it fit Achilles much, 
To throw down Hedor, than Polyxena. 
But it muſt grieve young Pyrrbus now at home, 
When Fame ſhall in his Ifland found her Trump; 
And all the Greekiſh Girls ſhall tripping fing, 
Great Hector s Siſter did Achilles win; 
But our great Aja bravely beat down him. 
Farewel, my Lord----!, as your Lover, ſpeak; 


The Fool flides o'er the Ice that you ſhould break. 
Paty. To this effect, Achilles, have I mov d you; 
A Woman, impudent, and manniſh grown, 


Is not more loath'd than an effeminate Man, 

In time of Action: | ſtand condemnd for this; 
They think my little ſtomach to the War, 

And your great love to me, reſtrains you thus: 


Sweet, roule your ſelf; and the weak wanton Cupid 


Shall from your Neck unlooſe his amorous fold, 

And like a dew-drop from the Lion's mane, 

be ſhook to Air. 
Athil. Shall Ajax 


fight with Heddor 


Party. Ay, and perhaps receive much Honour by him. 


Achil, 1 ſee my Reputation is at Stake, 
My Fame is ſhrewdly gor d. 
Parr. O then beware: 


Thoſe wounds he3l ill that Men do give themſelves: 


Omiſhon to do what is neceſſary, 

Seals a Commiſſion to a blank of Danger, 

And Danger, like an Ague, ſubtly taints 

Even then when we fit idly in the Sun. 
Acbil. Go call Therſites bither, ſweet Patrocins, 

Il end the Fool to 4jax, and deſire him 

Tinvite the Trojan Lords, after the Combat, 


To ſee us here unarm'd: I have a Woman's longing, 
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To talk with him, and to behold his Viſage, 
Even to my full of view. A labour ſav d 
They. A wonder! 


Ther. He muſt fight ſingly to Morrow with Hector, and 
prophetically proud of an heroical Cudgeiling, that 
ſaying nothing. 


Th 
75 
2 

E 

if 


and down like a Peacock, 2 
z ruminates like an Hoſteſs that hath no 

but her Brain to ſet down her Reckoning; 

with a politick regard, as who ſhould ſay, 
Head, and 'twou'd out; and 
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will not ſhew without knocking. The Man's un- 

ever; for if Hector break not his Neck 1'th' Com- 
t himſelt in Vain-glory. He knows not 
, Good morrow, Ajax. And he replies, 
amemnon. What think you of this Man, that 
me for the General? He's grown a very Land- 
—--anguageleſs——--2 Monſter; a plague of O- 
inion, a Man may wear it on both fides, like a Leather 


Achil. Thou muſt be my Ambaſſador to him, Therſues. 
\ Ther. Who — he'll anſwer — wi — 
not anfwermy ; — is for Beggars; he wears his Tongue 
in's Arms; I wi my his preience; let Patreclus make 
is demands to me, you ſhall fee the Pageant of Ajax 

Achil. To him Patroclus----tell him, ] humbly defire the 
valiant Ajax, to invite the moſt valorous Hector o come 
unarm d a my Tent, and to procure ſafe Conduct for his 
imous and moſt Illuſtrious, ſix or 


T 


eri 
Fx 


coldly in him as Fire in a Flint, 
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pur. Fove bleſs great Ajax. 
Hum 


Ther. 

bur. 1 come from the worthy Achilles. 

Ther, Ha! , | ; 

Patr. Who moſt humbly defires you to invite Hedley to 
his Tent. 

Ther. Hum 

Parr, And to procure ſafe Conduct from Ag amennon, 

Ther. Agamemnon 

Patr. Ay, my Lord. 

Ther. 4 * 

Paty, W to't? 

Ther, God be 4 wk with all my Heart. 
Patr, Your anſwer, Sir. 
| Ther, If to Morrow be a fair Day, by eleven a Clock, 
it will go one way or other; how ſoever, he ſhall pay tor 
me ere he has me. 

Par. Your anſwer, Sir. 

They, Fare ye well with all my Heart. 

Aebil, Why, but he is not in this tune, is he? 

Ther. No, but he's out a tune thus; what Muſick will 
de in him, when Heftor has knockt out his Brains, I know 
| not, But | am ſure none; unleſs the Fidler Apollo get his 

Sivews to make Catlings on. 
Achil, Come, thou ſhalt bear a Letter to him ſtraight. 
Ther. Let me carry another to his Horſe; for that's the 
more capable Creature. 
Al. My Mind is troubled like a Fountain ſtirr d. 
Aud I my ſelf ſee not the bottom of it. [ Exit. 
Ther, Would the Fountain of your Mind were clcar 
Wan, that I might water an Afs at it; I had rather 
tea Tick in a Shcep, than ſuch a valiant Ignorance. 
Exennt. 


ACT 
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ACT w. SCENE 1. 


Enter at one Door Eneas with 4 Torch, at another, Pati, 
Deiphobus, Anthenor, and Diomede with Torches, 


Pay. CEE ho, who is that there? 

Dei. It is the Lord usa. 
Exe. ls the Prince there in Perſon ? 

Had I ſo good occation to lie long, 

As you, Prince Paris, nothing but heav'nly bulineſs 

Should rob my Bed-mate of my Company. 
Dio. That's my Mind too: Good Morrow, Lord Zn, 
— A _— Greek, ZEneas, . = Hand, 

Wit the proceſs of Speech within; 

You told, how Diomede, a whole Week, by Days 

Did haunt you in the Field. 
Due. Health to you, valiant Sir, 

During all queſtion of the gentle Truce: 

But when I meet you arm'd, as black Defiance 

As Heart can think, or Courage execute. 

Dio. The one and th' other Diomede embraces. 
Our Bloo#s are now in calm, and ſo long, health; 
But when Contention and Occaſion meet, 

IN play the Hunter for thy Life, 
With all my Force, Purſuit and Policy. 

ue And thou fhalt hunt a Lion that will flie 
With his Face backward in human gentleneſs: 
Welcome to Troy — now by Anchiſer' Life, 
Welcome indeed — By Venus Hand I ſwear, 
No Man alive can love in ſuch a fort, 

The thing he means to kill, more excellently. 
Dio. We ſympathize. Fove, let Zneas live 
(If ro my Sword his Fate be not the glory) 
A thouſand compleat courſes of the Sun: 

But in mine emulous Honour le: him die, 


With every Joint a wouud, and that to Morrow. 
Zne. We know each other well. | 
Dio. We do; and long to know each other works . 


— 


<< 1 
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Paty. This is the moſt deſpightfull't, gentle Greeting 
The nobleſt, hatetul — cer 1 heard of. 
What Buſineſs, Lord. y? 

Zne. 1 was ſent for to the King; but why, I know 


* His purpoſe meets you; it was, to bring this Greek 
To Calchas's Houſe, and there to render him, 
For the enfreed Authenor, the fair Cxeſſid. 
Let's have your Company ; or, it you pleaſe, 
Haſte there before us. I conſtantly do think 
(Or rather call my Thought a certain Knowledge) 
My Brother Troil a lodges there to Night. 
Rouſe him, and give him note ot our approach, 
With the whole Quality wherevt, 1 tear 
We ſhall be mach unwelcome. 
Ene. That 1 aſſure you. 
Troilus had rather Troy were born to Greece, 
Than Cyeffid born from Troy. a 
Far. There is no help; 
The bitter diſpoſit on ot the time will have it ſo. 
On, Lord, e' follow you. 
ie Guod Morrow all. [Exit Eneas. 
Par. And tell me. Noble Diomede; faith tell me true, 
Even in the Soul of good found Feilowfhip, 
Who in your thoughts merits fair Helen moſt ? 
My ſelt, or Menelaus? 
Dio. Both alike. 
He merits well to have her that doth ſeek her, 
Not making any ſcruple of her Soilure, 
With ſuch a Hell of pain, and world of Charge. 
And you as well to keep her that detend her, 
Not palating the taſte of her D:ſhonour, 
With fuch a coftly loſs of Wealth and Friends; 
He, like a puling Cuckold, would drink up 
The Lees and Dregs of a flat tamed Piece ; 
You, like a Letcher, out of whoriſh Loins, 
g's to breed out your Inheritors: 
merits pois'd, each weighs no leis nor more, 
Dat he as he. with — a Whore. 
Par, You are too bitter to your Country-woman. 
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Dio. She's bitter to her Country: Hear me, Paris, 

For every falſe drop in her baudy Veins 

A Greciax's Life hath ſunk ; for every Scruple 


Of her contaminated Carrion weight, 
A Trojan hath been lain. Since ſhe could ſpeak, 
She hath not given ſo many good 


Diſpraiſe the thing hs you deſire to buy: 
Bur we in filence hold this Virtue well; 
We'll not commend what we intend to fell. 
Here lyes our way. [ Exexmt, 
Enter Troilus and Creſſida. 
Tyoi. Dear, trouble not your ſelf; the Morn is cold. 
Cre. Then, ſweet my Lord, Fll call my Uacle down: 
He ſta!l unbolt the Gates. 
Troi. Trouble him not 


Cre. Good- Morrow then. - 
Doi. I prithee now to Bed. 

Cre. Are you a weary of me? 

Troi. O Creſſida ! but that the buſie Day 
2 by the Lark, has rous'd the Ribald Crows; 

dreaming Night will hide our Eyes no longer, 
I would 2 og . 

Cre. Night hath been too bricf. 

Troi.Beſhrew the Witch! with venomous wights ſhe ſtays, 
As hideouſly as Hell; — —— 
With Wings more momentary, ſwifter than Thought : 
You will catch cold, and me. 

Cre. Prichee tarry-----you Men will never tarry---- 
© fooliſh Creſſida-----1 might have full held off, | 
And then you would have tarried. Hark, there's one up. 

Pan. within.) What's all the Doors open here? | 

Troi. It is your Uncle. 

Enter Pandarus. - 
Cre. A Peſtilence on him; now will be be mocking; 
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?as, How now, how now? how go Maiden- heads? 


7 To do 


What have I brou 
Cre. Come, — of > to your Heart; you'll ne er be 
good, ſuffer others. 
ha! 
not 


nor 

Pan. Ha, ha! alas poor Wretch; a poor Chipechia, haſt 

to Night? Would he not (a naughty Man) let it 
Cre. Did I not tell you ?---- Would he were knock d i'th”- 

fend Who's that at Door ?----Good Uncle go and ſee 

My Lord, come you again into my Chamber: 

You ſmile and mock me, as if I meant naughtily. 


Pan. Who's there? what's the matter? will you beat 


down the Door? How now ? what's the matter ? 


Enter Aneas. 
ue. Good- Morrow Lord, - Morrow. 
Pan. Who's there, my ZEneas? by my troth, I 


| knew you not; What News with you ſo early? 


ue. ls not Prince Trouas here? 
Pan. Here! what ſhould he do here? 
Due. Come, be is here, my Lord, do not deny him: 


k doth import him much to ſpeak with me. 


Pan, Is he here, ſay you? tis more than I know, I'll be 
1 I came late: What ſhould he 
Kue. Who----nay, then: Come, come, you'll do him 
wrong. ere y'are aware: You'll be fo true to him, to be 
iſe to him: Do not you know of him, but yet go fetch 
un hither, go: 

Euter Troilus. 

Tui. How now ? what's the matter? 
En. My Lord, I ſcarce have leiſure to ſalute you, 
Paris 


Ny matter is fo harſh: There is at hand, 
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Paris Brother, and Deiphobus, 

The — Diomede, and our Anthenor 
Deliver d to us, and for him forthwith, 

Ere the firſt Sacrifice, within this Hour, 

We muſt give up to Diomedes Hand 

The Lidy Creſſida. 

Tyor. Is it concluded ſo? 1 

ue. By Priam, and the general State of Troy. 
They we at bad and ready to effe it. 1 

Troi. How many Atchievements mock me! 

I will go meet them; and my Lord Zneas, 
We met by chance, you did not find me here. 

Due. Good, good, my Lord; the ſecrets of Nature 

Have not more Gift in taciturnity. [ Exerat, 
Enter Pandarus and Creſſida. 

Pan. Is't poſſible? no ſooner got, but loſt: The Devil 
take Anthenoy; the young Prince will go mad: A Plague 
upon Anthenoy; 1 would they had broke's Neck. 

Cre. How now ? what's the matter? who was here? 

Pan. Ah, ah! - 

Cre. Why figh you fo profoundly? where's my Lord? 
Tell me, ſweet Uncle, what's the matter? 
_ Would 1 were as deep under the Earth, as I am 

Cre. O the Gods! what's the matter? 

Pan. Prethee get thee in; would thou had | ne er been 
born: I knew thou would'ſt be his Death. O poor Gen- 
tleman! A Plague upon Authenor 

Cre. Good Uncle, I beſeech you, on my Knees, I beſcech 

what's the matter? 

Pan. Thou muſt be gone, Wench, thou muſt be gone: 
thou art chang'd for Arthenor; thou muſt go to thy Fi 
ther, and be gone from Troil: : * Twill be his Death; til 
be his bane; he cannot bear it. 

Cre. O you immortal Gods! 1 will not go. 

Pan. Thou muft. 

Cre. 1 will not. Uncle: I have forgot my Father. 
I know no touch of Conſanguinity: 

No Kin, no Love, no Blood, no Soul ſo near me, 
the ſweet Troilus: © you Gods divine! 
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Think it an Altar, and thy Brother Tyoilas 
; APrieft, there offering to it his Heart. 


| Faſe you walk in, my Lords. Exam. 


Creffid's name the very Crown of Falſhood, 
— 2 Time and Death, 
do to this Body what extremity you can; 
But the ſtrong Baſe and building of my Love 
[as the very centre of the Earth, 
Drawing all things to it. I will go in and Weep. 
Pan. Do, do 


Or. Tear my bright Hair, and ſcratch my | praiſed 
Cheeks, 


Crack my clear Voice with Sobs, ard break my Heart 
Vith founding Troilus, I will not go from Troy. [ Exit, 
Enter Paris, Troilus, Aneas, Deiphobus, 
and D.omedes. 
Par. It is great Morning, and the Hour preſixt 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek : 
Comes faſt upon: Good my Brother Troilus, 
Tell you the Lady what the is ta do, 
And haſte her to the pu 
Tri. Walk into her 
l bring her to the Grecian preſently; p 
And to his Hand when I deliver ber, * 


Pay, I know what tis to Love, 
And would, as I ſhall pity, 1 could help. 


Enter Pandarus and Creſſida. 

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 

Cre. Why tell you me of moderation ? 
The Grief is fine, full perfect that I taſte, 
And no leſs in a Senſe as ſtrong, as that 
Which cauſeth it. How can 1 moderate it ? 
If I could temporize with my Affection, 

Or brew it to a weak and colder Palate, 
The like allayment could I give my Grief; 
My Love admits no qualifying Croſs. 


Enter Troilus. * 
No more my Grief in ſuch a precious Loſs. 


Pan, Here, here, here he comes, a ſweet Duck 
Gre, O Tyeilus, Troilus ! 


Pan. 


264 Taolrus and Cungorna, * 
Pan. What a Pair of Spectacles is here! let me entbrcs | 
too: Oh Heart, as the poodly ſaying is; O Heart, heavy | 


Heart, why fitteſt thou without breaking? —— where he 
2222 can ſt not eaſe thy ſmart 
by Friendſhip, nor by ſpeaking; there was never a truer 
Rime; let us cafl away nothing, for we may live to have 
need of ſuch a Verſe; we fee it, we fee it: How now, 
Lambs ? 

Tyoi. Creffida, I love thee in fo a ; 
That the bleſt Gods, as angry wake Patty 
More bright in, Teal, than the Devotion which 
Cold Lips blos to their Deities, take thee from me. 

Cye. Have the Gods Envy? 

Pan, Ay, Ay, Ay, Ay, 'tis too plain a Caſe. 

Cre. And is it true, that I muſt go from Troy? 

Troi. A hateful Truth. 

Cre. What, and from Tyoilus too? 

Trei. From Troy, and Troilus. 

Cre. Is it poſhble? 

Troi, And 


Our lock'd Embraſures; ſtrangles our dear Vows, 
Even in ihe Birth of our own ing Breath. 
We two, that with ſo many thouſand Sighs 

Did buy cach other, muſt poorly ſell our ſelves, 
With the Tude brevity and diſcharge of one; 


With diſtinct Breath, and conſign d Kiſſes to them, 
He fumbles up all in one looſe adieu; 
And ſcants us with a fingle famiſh'd Kils, 
Diſtaſted with the Salt of broken Tears. 
Eneas withm. My Lord, is the Lady ready? 
Toi. Hark, you. are call d. Some ſay, the Genius ſo 
Cries, Come, to him that inſtantly die. 
Bid them have Patience; ſhe ſhall come anon, 
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pa Where are my Tears? Rain, to lay this Wind, or 
Heart will be blown up by the Root. 
1 muſt then to the Grecians ? 


2 


Ferrer 
7 
Z 


T 
; 


is 
4H 


41 


Or. | N 
Du. Hear while I ſpeak it, Love: 
The Grecian Youths are full of ſubtle . 


_—_ well compos'd, with gift of Nature, 
and ſwelling o'er with Arts and Exerciſe; 


Novelties may move, and Parts with Perfog—— | 
hs « kind of godly eat 
you, call a virtuous Sia, 


b manly as my Merit: 1 cannot $1 
tr heel the bigh 


To 
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To which the Grecians we moſt prompt and pregnant: 
But I can tell, that in each Grace of theſe, 
I here lurks a ſtill and dumb-diſcourſive Devil, 


| 

That tempts moſt cunning]y : But be not tempted. | 

Cre. Do not think 1 Will. | 

Tyoi. No, but ſomething may be done that we wil not: 
And ſometimes we are Devils to our elves, 


Tyoi. Good Brother, come you hither, 
and the Grecian with you. | 
will you be true? { | 
Alas, it is my Vice, my Fault- | 
I, with great , catch meer Simplicity : 


Fear not my Truth; the Moral of my Wit 
s plain and true, there's all the reach of it. 
elcome, Sir Diomede, here is the Lady, 


Fa 
b 
7 
g 
: 
3 
4 
: 


Port (Lord) [ll give ber to thy Hand, | 
the way poſſeſs thee what ſhe is. 
her fair, and by my Soul, fair Greek, 

thou ſtand at mercy of my Sword, | 


err 
Rü 


: 
a 
| 
7 
4 
: 


Tou ſhall be Miſtreis, and 
Troi. Grecian, thou doſt not uſe me courtcouſly, 

To ſhame the Seal of A. towards thee 

By praiſing ber. I tell thee, Lord of Greeze, 


abe is as tar high. ſoaring oer thy Praiſes, | 


ii. es O66 es. @(£@ 
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As thou to be call'd her Servant: 
| charge thee uſe her well, even for my Charge: 
For by the dreadful Plato, if thou doſt nor, 
(Tho' the great bulk Achilles be thy Guard) 
H cut thy Throat. 

Diom. Oh be not WS Prince Troilus; 
Let me be privileg d by my Place ani Meſlage, 
To be a Speaker ree: When I am hence, 

Pl anſwer to my Luft : And know, my Lord, 
ru nothing do on charge; to her own Worth. 
She ſhall be priz2d : But that you ſay, be't fo: 
Il fpeak it in my Spirit and Honour No. 

Ii. Come to the Port ll tell thee, Diomede, 
This Prave ſhall oft make thee to hide thy Head: 
Lady, give me your Hand- And as we walk, 

To our own ſelves bend we our needtul Talk. 


[ Sorend Trumpet. 
Par. Hark, Hector's Trumpet 
+ Ene. How have we ſpent this Morning? 
The Prince muſt think me tardy and remiſs, 
That {wore to ride betore him in the Field. 
Par. 'Tis Tross fault. Come, come to Field with him. 
Dio. Let us make ready ſtrait. 
Due Yea, with a Bridegroom's freſh 
Let us addreſs to tend on Hedtor”s — 
The Glory of our Troy doth this day lye 
On his tar Worth, and ſingle Chivalry. Exeunt, 


SCENE Il. The Grecian Camp. 


Der Ajax Armed Agamemnon, Achilles, Patroclus, 
Menelaus, Ulyſles, Neſtor, Calchas Cc. 


4. Here art thou in appointment freſh and fair, 
micpating Time. With ſtarting Courage, 
due with. hy Trumpet a loud note to Troy, 
— — , that the appalled Air 
pierce the Head of the t Combatant 
lad tale him hicher.— 
N. Thou Trumpet, there's my Purſe; 
ow crack thy Lungs, and = thy Brazen Pipe: 
2 


Blow 
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Blow Villain, till bias Cheek 
= — 4 {05 TO 
me , 1 
, No T anſwers. 
i. Tis but early days. 


Enter Diomede and Creſſida. 
Is't not 


dearly welcome to the Greeks, ſweet Lady, 
General doth ſalute you with a Kiſs. * 
is your Kindneſs but particular; *cwere better 


— 
A 


7 
N 
? 


2 
1 


3 
F 


that Winter from Lips; fair Lady: 
bids you welcome. Ka 
good Argument for kiſſing once. 
that's no Argument for ki now, 
'd Paris in his Hardiment. 
deedly Gall, and theme of all our Scorns, 
our Heads to gild his Horns. 
was Menelaus kiſfs----this mine--- 
kiſſes you. 
O this is trim. 
I kiſs evermore for him. 
In have my kiſs, Sir: Lady, by your leave. 
In kifh d you render, or receive? 
Both and give, 
Tu make my match to give, : 
kiſs you take is better than you give; therefore no kik; 
Men. I'll give you boot, il give you three for one. 
Cre. You are an odd Man, give even, or give tone. 
Men. Anodd Man, Lady ? every Man is odd. 
Cre. No, Paris is not; for you know tis true, 
That you are odd, and he is even wich you, 
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un You fillip me o'th'head. 
Cre. No, I'll be ſworn. Tu * 
It were no match, your againſt his Horn: 
4 Lady, beg a kiſs of you? 
Cre. You may. 
U 1 do deſire it. 
Cre. Why beg then. 
f Ulſ. Why then, for Venus ſake give me a ks: 
When Helen is a Maid again, and his 
Cre. I am your debtor, claim it when 'tis due. 
UH. Never's my Day, and then 2 Kiſs of you. 
Dio, Lady, a word —T'll bring you to your Father —- 
| Nef. A Woman of quick Senſe. 
y. 18 [Diomedes leads out Creſſida, then returns. 
D Fie, fie upon her: e 
ter | There's Language in her Eye, her Cheek, her Lip: 
Nay, her Foot ſpeaks, ber wanton Spirits look out 
kt every joint, and motive of her Body: 
On theſe Encounters, are fo glib of Tongue, 
They give a coaſting welcome ere it comes; 
And wide unclaſp the Tables of their Thoughts, 
Io every tickling Reader: Set them down, 
For ſluttiſn ſpoils of ity, 
And Daughters of the Game. 
Paris Troilus, Eneas, Helenus, and Attendants. 
All. The 7 Trumpet. 
Aza. Yonder comes the Troop. 
22. Hail all you ſtate of Greece; what ſhall be done 
To him that Victory commands ? or do you purpoſe, 
AViftor ſhall be known ? Will you, the Knights 
Stall to the edge of all extremiry 
Purſue each other, or ſhall be divi led 
By any Voice, or order of the Field? 
Hallo bad ack. 
Aga. Which way would Hector have it? 
Due. He cares not, he'll obey Conditions. 


= . 


A 
The 


Aehil. 1f not Achilles, nothing. | 
ue. Therefore —— 1* — this 
Is the extremity of great ne : e 
Valour and Pride 2 in Reer; 
The one almoſt as infinite as all, 
The other blank as nothing; weigh him well; 
And that which looks like Pride. is Curtefic ; 
This Ajax is half made of Heddor's Blood, 
In love whereof, half Hedor ſtays at home; 
Half Heart, half Hand, half Hector, comes to ſeek 
This blended Knight, half Trojan and half Greek. 
Achil. A Maiden Battel then? O, I ve you. 
Aga. Here is Sir Diomede: Go, gentie Knight, 
Stand by our Ajax; as you and Lord ZEneas 
Conſent upoũ the order of their Fight, 
So be it; either to the uttermoſt, 
Or elſe a breach, the Combarants being kin, 
— ſtints their ſtrife — — ſtrokes begin. 
They are oppos . 
> 4 What Trojan is that — that looks fo heavy 
DH. The youngeſt Son of Priam. 
And a true Knight; they call him Tyoilus; 
Not yet mature, yet matchleſs, firm of Word, 
Speaking in Deeds, and deedleſs in his T ; 
Not ſoon provok'd, nor being provok d ſoon calm'd. 
His Heart and Hand both open, and both free; 
For what he has he gives, what thinks he ſhews ; 
Ves gives he not *till Ju ent guide his Bounty, 
Nu Signifies an pd Fred ith Breath; 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous, 
For Hector in his blaze of Wrath ſubſcribes, 
To tender Objects; but he in heat of Action 
Is more vindicative than jealous Love, 
They call him Tyoilus, and on him erect 
A ſecond hope, as fairly built as Hector. 
Thus fays Zneas. one that knows the Youth, * 
Even to his Inches; and with private Sou), 
Did in great Niom thus tranflate him to me, FA. 
Aga. They are in Action. [ Hefor and Ajax f lr. 
Neſt. Now Ajax hold thine | | 
Troi. Hector, thou ſlerp'ſt, awake thee, 
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Fne. Princes, enough, pleaſe you. 

4 1 am not warm yer, let us fight again. 
Dio. As Hector pleaſes. 

me at Lond, my Facher's Ser. Son 
r 


great Priam's Seed : 
. 
A gory Emulation twixt us twain ; 8 
Were thy Commixion Greek and Trojan fo, 
Cn —ö 
And this is Trojan Sinews of this Leg 
All Greek, nd ri al 3 
Runs on the dexter c — 
Bounds in my Father's: B multipotent, 
Thou ſhould'ſt not bear 22 © 6 Member 
herein my Sword had not impreſſure made 
— < Pate but the juſt Gods painſay, 
That any drop thou borrow'ft from thy Mother, 
My facred Aunt, ſhould by my mortal Sword 
be drain d. Let me embrace thee, Ajax: 
dy him that Thunders, thou bait iuſty Arms; 
Haller would have them fall upon him thus 
Couſin, all honcur to thee. 
| thank thee, Hector! 
Thou art too gentle, and too free a Man: 
I came to kill thee, Couſin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy Death. 
A... 3. +. ay ſo mirable, 
whale bright Trl, Fame with her loud'ſt O yes, 
could promiſe to himſelt 
— —— 
Du. There is expectance here from both the ſides: 
What further you will do. 
Hef. wel anſwer it: 
The iflue is Embracement : Ajax, farewel. 
4jax. If 1 might in Entreaties find ſucceſs, 
aac dcentertenns — 
* 
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My fa mous Couſin to our Grecian Tents. 
Dio. 'Tis Agamemnen s wiſh, and great Achille; 
Doth long to fee unarm'd the valiant Hector. 
Hed. ZExeas, call my Brother Troilus to me: 
And fignifie this loving Interview 
To the expectors of our Trojan part: 
Deſire them home. Give me thy Hand, my Couſia: 
I will go eat with thee, and ſee your Knights. 
Agamemnon and the reſt of the Gre« ks come forward. 
Ajax. Great Agamenmoen comes to meet us herc. 
eff. The worthieſt of them, tell me name by name; 
Put for Achilles, mine own ſearching Eyes 
Shall find him by his large and portly ſize. 
Aga. Worthy of Arms, as welcome as to one 
That would be rid of ſuch an Enemy, 
Nut that's no welcome: Underſtand more clear, 
What's paſt and what's to come, is ſtrew'd with hucks 
And formleſs ruin of Oblivion : 
Bur in this extant moment. faith and troth, 
Strain'd purely from all bollow bias drawing. 
Bids thee with moſt divine Integrity. 
From Heart of very Heart, great Hector welcome. 
Hef. I thank thee, moſt Imperious Agamennon. + 
Aga. My well-fam'd Lord of Troy, no leſs to you. 


[To Troil. 


Men. Let me confirm my Princely B-other's Greeting, 
You brace of warlike Brothers, welcome hither. 

Hef. Whom muſt we anſwer ? 

ue. The Noble Menelaus. 

Heck. O. you my Lord----by Mars his Gauntlet thanks, 
Mock not, that I aſſect th' untraded Oath, 
Your quondam Wife ſwears ſtill by Venus Glove, 
She's well, but bad me not commend her to you. 

Men. Name her nut now, Sir, ſhe's a deadly Theme. 

Hed. O pardon —— I offend. 

Neſt. I have, thou gallant Trojan, ſeen thee oft 
Labouring for Deſtiny, make cruel way 
Through ranks of Greeksſb Youth; and I have ſeen thee, 
As hot as Perſeus, ſpur thy Phrygian Steed, 
And ſeen thee ſcouring Forfeits and Subduements, 
When thou haſt hung thy advanc'd Sword ich Air, 
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Nat letting it decline on the declined : 
8 
ſeen thee pauſe, and take 


. Well, welcome, welcome; | have ſeen the time--- 
wonder now how yonder City ſtands, 
have here the Baſe and Pillar by us. 
Hell. 1 know your Favour, Lord Ulyſſes, well. 
Ah, Sir. there's many a Greek and Trojan dead, 
Since firſt I aw your ſelf and Diemede 
In lin, on your Greeks/b Emballie. 

Sir, 1 foretold you then what would enſue. 

is but halt his Journey yet. 

Fer gender Walls that partly front your Town; 
Land Towers, whoſe wanton tops do buſs the Clouds, 
Muſt kiſs their own Feer. 
Hef. I muſt not believe you: 
There they ſtand yet; and mogeſtly I think, 


brygian Stone will cuſt 
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After the General, I beſeech you nex* 

To feaſt with me, and fee me at my Tent. 
Achrl. | ſhall foreſtal thee, Lord  . —_ 
Now Hello, | have fed mine Eyes on thee, 
I have with exact view perus'd thee, Hector, 

And quoted joint by joint. 

Hect. Is this Achilles? 

Achil. | am Achilles. 

He#, Stand fair, I prithee, let me look on thee. 

Achil. Behold thy fall. 

Hef. Nay, I have done 

Achil. Thou art too brief, L will the ſecond time, 

As I would bay thee, view thee, limb by limb. 

Heds. O, like a Book of Sport thou'le read me oer. 
But there's more in me than thou underſtand'ſt. 

Why doſt thou fo oppreſs me with thine Eye? 

Achil. Tell me, you Heav'ns, in which part of — 
Shall I deſtroy him ? Whether there, or there, or there, 
That I may give the local Wound a name, 

And make diſtin& the very breach, where-out 
Hector s Spirit flew. Anſwer me, Heav'ns. 

Hect. It would diſcredit the bleſt Gods, proud Man, 
To anſwer ſuch a Queſtion : Stand again, 
Think 'ſt thou to catch my Life ſo 1 
As tu prenominate in nice Con) 

Where thou wilt hit me dead? 
Achil. I tell thee, yea. 
Hect. Wert thou the Oracle to tell me ſo, 
IJ not believe thee: Henceforth d thee well, 
For Vil not kill thee there, nor there, nor there, 
Yut by the Forge that ſtythied Mars his Helm, 
I'll Kill | thee every where, yea o'er and o'er, 
You wiſeſt Grecians, — me this brag, 
His Inſolence draws Folly from my 
But I'll endeavour Dee is to — Words. 
Or ny never . 
Do not chafe thee, Couſin; 
* you, Achilles. let theſe threats alone 


Till — or purpoſe bring you tot. 
You may have ev'ry day cavagh of Moir, 
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j you have Stomach. The general State, I fear, 
(n farce intreat you to be odd with him. 

Hed. 1 pray let us fee you in the Field, 
Ve have had pelting Wars ſince you refus d 
The Grecian's Cauſe. 

Ai. Doſt thou intreat me, Hector 
Ty Morrow do 1 meet thee, fell as Death, 
To Night, all Friends. 

Be, Thy Hand upon that match. 
4% Firſt, all you Peers of Greece go to my Tent, 
There in the full convive you; afterwards, 

k Hades Leiſure, and your Bounties ſhall 
(oncur together, ſeverally intreat him. 
lat loud the Taborins, let the Tgumpetrs blow ; 


That this great Soldier may his welcome know. [ Excuns. 
Manent Troilus and Ulyſſes. 


Dei. My Lord U'yſſes tell me | befech you, 


n oba place of the Field doth Calchas k-ep? 


Uſe At Menelays Tent. moſt Princely Troilus; 
There Diomede doi h feaſt with him to Night; 
Who neither looks on Heav'n, nor on Earth, 
ut gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Creſſid. 
Da Shall 1, ſweet Lord, be bound to thee ſo muck, 
Aker you part from Agamemnons Tent, 
To bring me thither ? 
Uhſ You ſhall command me, Sir: 
k gently tell me of what Honour was 
This Grefſida in Troy; bad ſhe no Lover there, 
That wails her ablence ? 
Tri. O Sir, to ſuch as boaſting ſhew their Scars. 
A mock is due: Will you walk on, my Lord? 
the was belov'd, ſhe lov d; ſhe is, and doth, - 
but till, Ciyect Love is © 00d for Fortune's tooth, [Exeun;, 


ACT 
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ACT V. SCENE 1 
SCENE E before Achilles': Text in the Grecian 
Camp. 


Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 
man heat his Blood with Greekiſh Wine to Night, 
Which with my Scimitar 1'Il cool to morrow. 
Patroclus, let us Feaſt him to the height. 
Patr, Here comes Therſites. 
Enter Therſites. 


Achil. How now, thou core of ey 
Thou cruſty batch of Nature what's the News ? 


Ther. Why, thou Picture of what thou ſeem'ſt, and Idol 


of Idiot-worihippers, here's a Letter for thee. 
Achil. From whence, Fragment ? 
Ther, Why, thou full diſh of Fool, from Troy. 
Patr. Who keeps the Tent now ? 
Ther. The Su n's Box, or the Patient's Wound. 
Patr. Well Sa'd, Adverfity ; and what need theſe Tricks? 
Ther. Prithee be filent, Boy. 1 profit not by thy talk, 
Thou art thought to be Achilles's Male-Varlet. 
Patr, Male Varlet, you Rogue? What's that? 


Ther. Why, his maſculine Whore. Now the rotted Di- 


exſes of the South, Guts-griping, Ruptures, Catarrhs, loads 
o Gravel 'th' Backs, Lethargies, cold Palfies, and the like, 
take and take again ſuch prepoſterous Diſcoveries. 

Pair. Why, | wa damnable Box of Envy, thou, what 
me*an'ſt hou to Curſe thus ? 

Ther. Do I curſe rhee ? 


Pa'r, Why no, you ruinous Bu't, you whoreſon ind 


ſtinguiſbable Cur. 

Ther. No? Why art thou then exaſperate thou idle im- 
matterie! Skein of fl-y'd Silk: thou green Sarcenet flap for 
a fore Eye; thou Taſſel cf a Prodigal's purſe, thou? A, 
how the poor World is peſtred wich ſuch Water flies, d. 
minutives of Na ure, 

_— Out Gli! 

Fiach ? 
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Fill Greek, fail Fame, Honour, or go, or ſtay, 


Therſates my Tent, 
This Night in Banqueting mult all be ene. 
. Exit. 
With too much Blood, and too little Brain, theſe 
two may run mad: But if with too much Brain, and too 
little Blood, they do, FI! be a Curer of Mad-men., Here's 
Agamennon, an honeſt Fellow „and one that loves 
alls, but he bath not ſo much Brain as Ear-wax; and the 
good Transformation of Jupiter there his Brother, the Bull, 
the primitive Statue, que Memorial of Cuckolds, 
a thrifty ſhooting-horn in a Chain, hanging at his Brother's 
Leg; to what Form, but that he is, ſhould Wit larded with 
Malice, and Malice forced with Wit turn him to? to an Aſs 
were nothing, he is both Aſs and Ox; to an Ox were nothi 
he is both Ox and Aſs; to be a Dog, a Mule, a Cat, a 
Fichew, a Toad, a Lizard, an Owl, a Puttock, or a Her- 
nog without a Roe, I would not care: But to be Mene- 
law, I would conſpire againſt Deſtiny. Ask me not what 
I would be, if I were not Therſites; for I care not to be 
the Lowſe of a Lazar, ſo I were not Menelans. Holy-day, 
Spirits and Fires. 
Buer Hector, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulyſſes, Neſtor, and 
Diomede, with Lights. 
Aga. We go wrong, we go wrong. 
Ajax. No, once Us there where we ſee the light. 
Ked. 1 trouble you. 
Ajax. No, not a whit. 
0 4 Achilles. 
Here comes hiniſelf to guide 
ht * brave Hector, — woke 
8. So, now fair Prince of Troy, I bid good Night, 
h commands the Guard to tend on you. a 
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Hect. Thanks, and good to the Greek's Generd, 
Men. Good Night, my . 


Hefi. Good Night, ſweet Lord Menelarns. 


tarries, and you too, Diomede ; 
Keep Hector Company an hour or two. p 

Dis. I cannot, Lord, I have important Buſineſs, 
ide whereof is now; Good Night, great Hector. 


5 


Hed. Give me your Hand. 
U Follow his Torch, he goes to Calchas's Tent, 

In keep you Company. {To Troia: 
Troi. Sweet Sir, you bonour me. 
Hef. And fo good Night. 
Achil. Come, come, enter my Tent, [ Exec, 
They. That ſame Diomede's a falſe hearted Rogue, a moſt 


Knave: I will no more truſt him when he leers, than 
a Serpent when he hifles : He will ſpend his Mouth 
ſe, like Brabler the Hound; but when be per- 
Aſtronomers foretel it, that it is prodigious, there 
Sun borrows of the Moon, 
N ibs, * leave to fee 
m . k 2 
and uſes the Traitor Calchas his 8 ten 
but Leachery ; all incontinent Varlets. ¶ Exrant. 


SCENE II. Calchay's Terr. 
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Te 
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Enter Troilus and Ui fſes, after them Therfites. 
Uly/. Stand where the Torch may not diſcoyer us. 
. Enter Creflid, 

Toi. Creſid come forth to him“ 
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bk. How now, my Charge? 
Ge. Now my ſweet Guardian; bark, a word with you. 
| [Whiſper 


fs 
Tra, Yea, fo familiar? 
Vhſ She will fing to any Man at firſt fight. 
Ther. And any Man may find her, it he aan take her 
lie: ſhe's noted. 
Dis. Will you remember? 
Cre. Remember ? yes. 
I 2; and let your mind be coupled 


1. 
1 
3 
* 
| 
8 
: 
3 
$ 


A* 


4 Trick, Ky wy — open. 

1 7 ou ſwear you would beſtow on me? 
not hold me to mine Oath ; 

do any ag hg tha ſweet Greek. 


resten 


r 


f 
> 
= 
{75 
— 
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No, n 
Thy better mutt. 
Hark, one word in your Ear. 
Ini. O Plague and Madneſs! 
Ubſ.You are mov d, Prince; let us depart, I pray you, 
Leſt your diſpleaſure ſhould enlarge it felt 
To 5 Terms: this place is dangerous; 
| The time right deadly : l beſec ch you go. 
Troi. Behold, I pray you —— 
Ubſ. Nay, good my Lord go off: 
diſtration : Come, my Lord. 


Troi, 
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Div. I ſhall have it. 
Ore. What, this? 
Dio. Ay, that. 
Cre. O all you Gods O pretty, pretty Pledge , 
Thy Maſter now lyes thinking in his Bed, 
Of thee and me, and ſighs, and takes my Glove, 
And gives memorial dainty Kiſſes to it: 
ks I kiſs thee. 
Dio, Nay, do not ſnatch it from me. 
Cre. He that takes that, takes my Heart withal. 
Dio. I had your Heart before, this follows it. 
Troi. I did {wear Patience. 
Cre. You ſhall not have it, Diomede : Faith you ſhall not, 
l give you ſomething elſe. 
Dio. I will have this: Whoſe was it? 
Cre. It is no matter. 
Dis. Come tell me whoſe it wis? 
Ge, "Twas one that lov'd me better than you will. 
Jut now you have ic, take it. | 
Dio _ was it ? 
Cre. By all Diana's Wailing-women yonder, 
And by 2 felt, I will ne wo you whoſe. 
N. To po will I wear it 2 my Helm, 
grieve his Spirit that dares not challenge it. 
da Wert thou the Devil, and — 1 thy Horn, 
lt ſhould be challeng'd. 


and yet it is not 


mock Diomede again. 

ou ſhall not go; — one cannot ſpeak a word, 
ight ſtarts you. 

not like this fooling. 

I, by Plato: But that that likes not me, plea- 


I come? the hour. | 


8 


Y 
hut it ſtraig 


+77 


be plagu'd. 


[Exit. 


Feporien 
: 
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But with my Heart, the other Eye doth ſee 
Ah poor our Sex; this fault in us I find, 
The error of our Eye, di our Mind. 


Minds Cway'd by Eyes, are full of turpitude [Exi 


Ther. A - cy not publiſh more, 
Unleſs the ſay, my Mind is now turn'd Whore. 
Uly/. AlPs done, my Lord. 


Toi. It is. 


jr 


yllable that here was ſpoke: 

how theſe two did co- act, 

I not lie in publiſhing a Truth ? 

there is a credence in my Heart, 

rance fo obſtinately ſtrong, 

doth invert that teſt of Eyes and Ears; 

if thoſe Organs had deceptious FunRior.s, 

only ro caluminate. 

Creſſid here ? 

y/. 1 cannot conjure, 
Troi. She was ——_—_ 
Uly/. Moſt fure ſhe was. | 
Trai. Why, my Negation hath no taſte of M:dneſs, 
Uly/. Nor mine, my Lord: Creſſd was here but now. 
Troi. Let it not be believ'd for Woman-hood : 

Think we had Mothers; do not give advantage 

To ſtubborn Criticks, apt without a Theme 

For depravation, to ſquare the general Sex 

By Creffid's Rule. Rather think this not Creffd. 
Uly/. What hath ſhe done, Prince, that can foil our 


Mothers? 
Troi. Nothing at all, ucleſs that this were ſhe. 
Ther. Will he ſwagger himſelf out on's oven Eyes? 
Tyoi. This ſhe? no, this is Diomede's Creſſid : 
I I. BY mnt fs: 
guide Vows, if Vows are Sanctimony, 
If Sanctimony be the Gods delight, 
If there be Rule in Unity it ſelf. 


This is not ſhe. O madneſs of Diſcourſe! 
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That Cauſe ſets up, with and againſt thy ſelt, 

jj foul Authority ; where Reaſon can revolt 

About Perdition, and Loſs aſſume all R-2ſon, 

without Revolt. This is, and is not Creſſil. 

lin my Soul, there doth commence a fight 

Ofthis range Nature, that a thing inſeparate 

Divides more wider than the Sky and Earth, 

ind yet the ſpacious breadth of this Diviſion 

Amis no Orifice for a point, as ſubt le 

u Ariachne's broken woof, to enter; 

kfnce, O inftance! ſtrong as Pluro's Gates; 

ou is mine, tied with the Bonds of Heav n; 

hkiknce, O inftance! ſtrong as Heay'n it ielf, 

The Bonds of Heav'n are flip d. diffolv'd and loos d, 

ind with 'another Knot five finger tied 

IHE doe Faith, = of her — 1 

ſhe fagments. ſcraps, the bits, and greaſie Reliqu*s, 

Of her o'er-caten Faith, are bound 45 Diome de . 
Uy. May worthy Troilms be half attach d 

Wh that which here his Paſſion doth expreſs? 
Tres, Ay, Greek and that ſhall be divulged well; 

n CharaRers, as red as Mars his Heart 

hflm'd with Venus never did young Man fancy 

ih ſo Erernal, ard fo fix'd a Soul- 

fuk, Greek, as much as 1 do Crefida love, 

% much by weight hate I her Diomede : 

Tat Sleeve is mine, that he'll bear in his Helm: 

Vere it a Cask compos d by Vulcan s Skill 

Sword ſhould bite it: Not the dreadful Spout, 

lich Ship: men do the Hurricano call, 

Gaftring'd in Maſs by the Almighty Finger 

tall dzzy with more Clamour Nep:wne's Ear 


| khis deſcent, than ſhall my prompted Sword 


filing on Diomede. 
Ther, He'll tickle it for his Concupy. 
Dui. O Ot © falſe Craft, falte, falſe, falſe! 
tall Untruths ſtand by thy ſtained Name, 
kad they'll ſeem glorious. 
. O contain your ſelf: 
Tear Paſſion draws Ears hither. 


28 TrorLvs and Ense 


Enter Eneas. 
dn | hays been ſecking you this hour, my Lord: 
Hetlor by this-is armigg him in Tray. 


Aqa poor are itays "0 conduct you home. 

„ ie wah you, Prince; my courteous Land, 

acheu 0 

Farewel, revolred fiir: And, Diomede, 
Stand fa? and wear a Caſtle on thy Head. 

Uly/ Tu bring you to the Gates. 

Tros. Accep” diſtracted Thanks. 

Exeunt Troilus, Aneas, and Ulyſſes, 

Ther. Would I could meet that Rogue Diomede, I Wo 
croak like a Raven: I would bode, I weuld bode: Pave 
clus will give me any thing for the intelligence of this 
Whore: The Parrot will not do more for an Almond, 
than he for a commodious Drab : Letchify, Letchery, 
ſtill Wars and Letchery, nothing elſe holds faſhion, A 


burning Devil take them. R IE. 
SCENE III. Troy. 


Enter Hector and Andromache. 


And. When was my Lord ſo much ungently temper'd 
To ſtop his Ears agaiuſt admoniſhment? | 
m, unarm, and do not fight to day. 
He#F. You train me to offend you; get you gone. 
By the everlaſting Gods, I'll go. 


And. My Dreams will ſure prove ominous to day. 
Hef. No more, I ſay. 
Enter Caſſandra. 
Caſ. Where is my Brother Hector? 
Find. Here Siſter, arm'd, and bloody in intent: 
Conſort with me in loud and dear Petition ; 
Purſue we him on Knees; for I have dreamt 


Of bloody tui bulence; and this whole Night 

Hath nothing been but ſhapes and forms of Slaughter. 
Caf. O, tis true. 

Hes. Ho! bid my Trumpet found. 

Caſ. No Notes of fally, for the Reav'as, ſweet Brother 

Hed. Be gone, I fay: The Gods 32953 


rr. Fr. 2 FF, F e rere 
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her. 
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(a, The Gods are deaf to bot and . Vows; 


ſpotted Li in the Sacrifice. 


Els Honour far more precious-dear than Life. 
Enter — foe to day ? 

How now, young Man; mean'ſt to to 

4nd. 4, call my Father to perſwade. a 

en y Nl Caſſandra. 

lad. No Faith, young Troilus; dofi thy Harneſs, Youth: 
lam to day Ith' vein of Chivalry: 

lt grow thy Sine ws till their knots be ſtrong, 

And not yet the bruſhes of the War. 

lum thee, go; and doubt thou not, brave Boy, 

und to day, for thee, and me, and Troy. 

Tri. Brother, you have a vice of Mercy in you; 

Mach better fits a Lion, than a Man. a + 
Hef. What Vice is that? Good Troilws. chide me for it. 
Trei. When many times the Captive Grecians fall, 

hen in the fan and wind of your fair Sword, 

You did them riſe. and live. 

Het. O, tis fair play. 

Tra. Fools Play, by He'n, Hector. 

He. How now ? now ? 

Irs. For th' Love of all the Gods, 

ls leave the Hermit Pity with cur Mothers; 

lad when we have our Armours buckeld on, 

Tie venom d Vengeance ride upon our Swords, 

Jar them to ruful Work, rein them from ruth. 

Ra Fie. Savage. fie. 
Ini, Hector, then tis Wars. 


2386 Täoir us and CrniSSIDA 
Heck. Troilus, I would not have you fight to dp. 
Troi. Who ſhould with-bold me? 
Not Fate, Obedience, nor the Hand of Mars, 
Beckning wi h fiery Truncheon my retire: 
Not Priamns ald Hecuba on Knees, 
Their Eyes o'er-galled with recourſe of Tears; 
Nor, you, my Brother, with your true Sword drawn, 
d to hinder me, ſhould ſtop my Way; 
But by my Ruin. 
7 Re 2 
4 hold upon him, Pram him faſt: 
Be © thy Cre, now if thou loſe thy ſtay, 
Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee; 
Fall all rogether. 
Priam. Come, Hector, come, go back: 
Thy Wite hath Dreamt; thy Mother hath had Viſions; 
Cs doth foreſce; — I my ſelt, 
Am like a Prophet, ſuddenly enrapr, 
To tell thee that this day is Ominous: 
Therefore come back. 
Heck. Aneas is a-ficld, 
And I do ftand 'd to many Greeks, 
Even in the Faith of Valour, to appear 
This Morning to them. 
Priam. Ay, but thou ſhalt not go. 
Hed. | muſt not break my Faith: 
You know me Dutiful, therefore. dear Sir, 
Let me not ſhame reſpect; but give me leave 


FO, oo fTEESMSEE 


—— 
8 =) 


you do here forbid me, Royal Priam. 
Caf. O. Priam, yield not to him. 
Andr. Do not, dear Father. 


wrods Fes ___ 


or us aud CneSSIDA. 


uk how Troy roars; how Hecnbs crics out; 
Andromache ſhrills her Dolour forth; 
Nl Diftratticn, Frenzy and Amazement, 
like witleſs Anticks, one another meer. 
lad all cry, Heckor, Hector's dead: O Hettor ! 
Im. Away. 
a, Farewel: Yet, {»ft: Hetdoy, I take my leave; 
Thou do't thy ſelf, and all our Troy deceive. [ Exit, 
Had. You are amaz 4, my Liege, at her Exclaim: 
Gin and cheer the Town, we ll forth and fight; 
Do deeds of praiſe, and tell you them at Night. 
Num. Farewel : The Gods with ſafety ſtand about thee. 
[ Alarum. 
Du. They are at it, hark: Proud Diomede, believe 
| come to loſe my Arm, or win my Sleeve, 
Enter — 


— me; and the fooliſh Fortune of this Girl. and 
what one thing, and what another, that I ſhall leave you 
one o theſe days; and I have a Rheum in mine Eyes too, 
ad fuch an ach in my Bones, that unleſs a Man were 

Gi, 1 cannor tell what to think on't. What as the, 


Tr Bfle@t doth operate another way. [ Tearing the Letter. 
G Wind to Wind, there turn and change t 
My Love with Words and Errors ſtill ſhe 
eedifies anorher with her Deeds. 
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ſcurvy, doating, fooliſh 

"there in his Helms. I would fain fee them 1 

1 

Hat 

kat 

] And 
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I do not fly, but advantagious Care No 
Withdrew me from the odds of Multitude; Anc 
Have at thee. Anc 
| ef 

An 

Enter Hector. Al 

Hed. What art thou, Greek ? art thou for Hector s match? | fie 
Art thou of Blood and Honour ? | De 
Ther. No, no: I am a Raſcal; a ſcurvy railing Knave; | 1a 
a very filthy Th 


Hed. | do believe thee—— live. 
Ther, God-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me; but 4 
break thy Neck-----for frighting me; what's be- 

come of the wenching Rogues? I think, they have fva- 


[Exit. | 


lowed 
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mother. 1 would laugh at that Miracle— 
he fat, Letchery cats'it ſelf : I'll ſeek them. [Ei. 
| di. Go go; my Servant, take thou Trollus's Horſe, 
8. the fair Steed to my Lady C 
Fellow, commend my Service to her Beauty: 


Doren: 
And ſtands Colo 


Priſoner, 3 

ſus wiſe, waving his Beam, 
Upon the paſhed coarſes of the Kings, 
Nahe and Cedus: Polyxines is ſlain ; 
imjhemachus and Thous deadly hurt; 
Mvoclus ta en or ſlain, and Palamedes 

due burt and bruiſed ; the dreadtul Sagittary 
kppals our Numbers, haſte we, Dromede, 

To Reinforcement, or we periſh all. 

Enter Neſtor. 

Neft. Go bear Patroclus's Body to Achilles, 

ul bid the ſnail'd-pac*'d Ajax arm for ſhame, 
There are a thouſand Hectors in the Field: 

Now here he fights on Gatathe his Horſe, 

ind there lacks work; anon be's there a- foot, 
vw. | ad there they fly or dye, like ſcaled Sculls. 
je, | Kore the belching Whale: Then is he yonder, 
ye, | And there the ſtray ing Greeks, ripe for his edge, 
h? 


ad 2 © > £34. 4 £4 _ ur ret © an 


— 


Hill down before him, like the Mower's Swath; 
ER 5 ny wh rnd When, 
denies d chovine 4 | 

e; ese 


That Proof is call'd Impoſſibility. 
Euter Ulyſſes. 
; , vowmg Engeance; 
— San — his drowyſie Blood, 
r 


That noſeleſs, handlefs, backt and chipt, come to him; 


_—— Ajax hath loſt a Friend, 
d foams at Mouth, and he is arm'd, and at it, 


ing for Troilus, who bath done to Day 
Niad and fantaſtick Execution, 


. Ay. there, there. 
Neft. So, ſo, we draw together. 2 
Enter Achilles. 


Achil. Where is this Hector? 
Come, come, thou Boy-killer, ſhew thy Face: 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry. 


Hector, where's Hector? 1 will none but Hefor. [Bw 
Enter Ajax. | 
Ajax. Troilus, thou Coward Troilus, ſhew thy Head, 
Enter D:omede. | 


Dio. Troilus, I fay, where's Troilus ? 
Ajax. What would thou? 
Dio. I would correct him. 
Ajax. Were | the General, 
Thou ſhould'ſt have my Office, 
Ere that Correction: Troilus, I fay, what, Troilw? 
Enter Troilus. 
Troi. Oh Traitor Diomede 
Turn thy falſe Face, thou Traitor, 
And pay thy Lite,” thou oweſt me for my Horſe. 
Dio. Ha, art thou there? 
Ajax. IIl fight with him alone, ſtand Diomede. 
Dio. He is my prize, I. will not look upon. 
Toi. Come, both you cogging Greeks, have at you bol 


Enter Hector. 
Hed. Yea, Troilus? O well fought, my youngeſt Brothe: 
Enter Achilles. 


A. Now do I fee thee; have at thee, An. — | 
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Hell, Pauſe, if thou wilt. Fight 
do diſdain thy Courteſie. proud Trojan, ** 
3: happy that my Arms are out of ule 
jy reſt and negiiyence befriend thee now 
wr thou anon ſhalt hear of me again : : 
fil when, go feck thy Fortune. 
—— thee well; 
would have been much more a fleſher Man 
kd 1 expected thec; — brother? 
Ira. Ajax hath ta'en pra . Pall it be? 
No. by tne flame of yonder olorio ; 1141 b. 
lle ſha!l not carry him: Il be tak — 3 
bring him off: Fate, hear me 3 (: 
| wreak not, though thou end m Lite t 955 | 
Enter one in * F Le. 
Het. Stand, ſtand, thou Greek 5 
3 good'y Mark: 
0? wilt thou not? I Iik 
 fruſh it, and 445 Ry + dw 
lat Filbe Maſter of it ; wil: 3 * 
Why then fly on, VI! hunt thee f 1 1 _ 
| Enter Achilles with v . a * Vn 
Achil. Come here about ED 
ark what I fay. attend LE 1 
mike not a Stroke, bur kee C5 Ay 
lad when | have the blood; Hed re » 
de him wich your Wes . r 
h felleſt manner execute —＋ 1 
fab me, Sirs, and m N wi ding 
tis decreed -— He or keg vs * 51 45 | 
Enter Thertites Menel gu we * 
Ther. The Cuckold, and i! * a 
Now Bull. Bow Dog 7 Jo, 75 CuCkold maker arc at it: 
wy Gs, bo. Yor L n, oo; now my double 
ar foros, ta. | „ 100; the Gull has the Game: 
ON na Paris and Menclaus. 
def. Turn, Slave, and fight. 
1 What art thou ? 
A Baſtard Son of Priam's. 
N 2 
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Ther. I am a Baſtard too, I love Baſtards, I am « ts 
ſtard begot, Baſtard inſtructed, Baſtard, in Mind, Baſtard 
in Valour, in every thing Illegitimate: One Bear will not 
bire another, and wherefore ſhould one Baſtard ? Take 
heed, the Quarre!'s moſt ominous to us: If the Son of x 
—— fight for a Whore, he tempts Judgment: Farewel, 

ard. 

Baſt. The Devil take thee Coward. Exe. 

Euter Hector. 

Hedt. Moſt putrified Core! fo fair without : — 
Thy goodly Armour thus hath coft thy Life. 

Now is my day's work done; Pil take good Breath: 
Reſt Sword, thou haſt thy fill of Blood and Death. 
Enter Achilles, and his Myrmidons. 
Athil, Look, Hedtor, now the Sun begins to et ; 
How ugly Night comes breathing at his Heels: 
Even with the veil and darking of the Sun, 
To cloſe the Day up, Hedor's Life is done, 
[ They fall upon Hector and kill him 

Hed. I am unarm'd, forego this vantage, Greek. 

Achil. Strike, Fellows, ſtrike, this is the Man 1 ſeek. 
So, Pier, fall thou: Now, Troy, fink down: 

Here les thy Heart, thy _— and thy Zone. 

On, Myrmidons; cry amain, 

Achilles hath the mi 
Hark, a Retreat upon our Grecian part. 

Myr. The Trojan Trumpets found the like, my Lord. 

Aehil. The dragon Wing of Night o'er ſpreads the Earth 
And, Stickler-hike, the Armies ſeparates; 

My half ſupt Sword, that frankly would have fed, 

Pleas'd with this dainty Bit, thus goes to Bed. 

_—_——— = my Horſe's Tail: 

Along th I will the 7 trail. Exeumt. 

Enter Agamemnon, Ber — 
| Ajax, us, Neſtor, Di 

Aga Hark, hark, what ſhout is that? 

Neſt. Peace, Drums. 

Sol. Achilles! Achilles! Hector 's ſlain, Achilles ! 

Dis. The Bruit is, ZHedfor's ſlain, and by Achilles. 


y Hedlor ſlain. [ Exenus, = 
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If it is , bragleſs let it be : 
"© park a Man as he. 
4. March patiently along; let one be ſent 
To pray £ehilles fee us at our Tent. 
in his Death the Gods have us befriended, 
Great Trey is ours, and our ſharp Wars are ended. 


Exeumt. 


Enter Eneas, Paris, Autenor and De iphobus. 

Ee. Stand ho, yet are we Maſters of the Field, 
lerer go borne, here ſtarve we out the Night. 

Enzer Troilus. 

Doi. Hector is ſlain. 

All. Heflor ! — the Gods forbid! 

Dai. He's dead, and at the Murtherer's Horſe's Tail, 
the ſhameful Field. 
your rage with ſpeed; 
Thrones, and Gmile at Troy. 


le him that will a Scrietch-Owl ay be call'd, 


ite — — . — — 


yr 
+ 
X 


ere 
: 


Troy, and fay there, Hefor's dead: 
a word will Priam turn to Stone; 
ells, and Niobes of the Maids and Wives; 
of the Youth; and, in a Word, 
oy out of it ſelf, But march away, 

1d: There is no more to ſay. 
you vile abominable Tents, 
dly pight upon our Phrygian Plains : 
, as early as be dare, 
and t 
Earth ſunder our two Hates, 
, 22 ſtill, 

a ift as Frenſies thoughts. 

a free march to Troy, with comfort go: 
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N 3 Hope 


h you. And thou great ſiʒ d Coward 
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Hope of Revenge ſhall hide our inward Woe, 


Enter Pandarus. 
Pan. But hear you, hear you? 
Tri, Hence, Brothel, Lacky, Ignominy and Shame 
[Strikes lin 
Purſue thy Liſe, and live aye with thy Name. [Ex 

Pan. A grodly med'cine for mine aking Bancs: 0 
World! World! World! thus is the poor Agent deſpsd 
Oh, Traitors and Bawds, how earneſtly are you fe x 
Work, an how i!! requited ? why ſhould our Endearou 
be to dei d, and the Performance ſo loath'd? What Vert | 
for it? what inſtance for it? — Let me ſee 
Full merri the Humble Bee doth ſing 
Till he hath loſt his Hony and his Sting; 

Put beirg once ſubdu'd in armed Tail, 

Swcert Honey and ſweet Notes together fail. 
Good Traders in tte Fleſh, ſer this in your painted Cloth; 
As many as be here of Pandar's Hall, 

Your Eyes half out, weep out at Pandar's Fall; 
Or if you cannot weep yet give ſome groans, 
Though not for me, yet for your aking Bones. 
Prethren and Siſters of the hold door Trade, 
Some two Months hence, my Will ſhall here be made: | 
It ſhou'd be now, but that my fear is this, 

Some palled Gooſe o Wincheſter would hiſs; 
Till then, I'll fwear, and ſeek about for Eaſes, 
And at that time bequeath you my Diſcaſes, "Exe 
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(Ai Martius — * Noble Roman, 
hated by the Common — 

Titus — Pues 55. Volſcians, «ud 

Cominius, riolanus. 

Menenius Agrippa, Fiend bs Coriolanus. 

Sicinips Velutus, à Trias of the People, and E. 

unius nemies to Coriolanus. 

ullus Aufidius, General of the Volſcians. 

Liextenant to Avufidius. 

Tung Martius, Sow #6 Coriolanus. 


WO M E N. 
Volumnia Mother i zo Coxiolanus. 
Virgilia, Hije to 
Valeria, Fat irgilia. 
Roman and Yolſcia 39. ilet, Lide, 

Soldiers, Common People, Servants to Aufidius, 
The SCENE is in Rome ant 


and other Atendanis. 
partly in the Territory of the Volſcians. 


CO RIO- 


| 


Þ 


I. 


CORIO LANUS. 


| 


| Enter a of Mutinons Citizens, with State 
. and other Weapons. g 


1 CITIZEN, 
— RE ve proceed further, hear 


me ſpeak. 
All. Speak, ſpeak. 
= 1 Cit. You arc all refoly'd rather to 
die than to famith? 
| All. Refoly'd, reſolv d. 
— = 1 Cit. Firſt, you know, Cain Marti- 
un chief Enemy to the People. 
A. We know't. 
1 Cit. Let us kill him, and we'll have Corn at our own 
a. bra Verdi? «Nt 4 
o more talk: on t one, away, away. 
2 Cit. One L Citizens. F 
I Cie, We are accounted poor Citizens; the Patricians 
pad: What Authority barſeits on would Fey ws: 
| F " 
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Fn would yield us but the ſuperfluity, while it wer 
wholſome, we might gueſs they relieved us | 
n the leanneſs that 

us, t ject of our Miſery, is as an loventory to 
ricularize their — won Our ſufferance is a 4 
them. Let us revenge this with our Pikes, ere we he 
come Rakes: For the Gods know, I ſpeak this in hun. 
ger for Bread, not in thirſt for Revenge. 


's a very Dog to the Con 


2 Cie. Conſider you what Services he has done for hi 
Country ? 

1 Cit. Very well: and could be content to give hin 

for't; but that he pays himſelf with being proud 

All. Nay, but ſpeak not maliciouſly. 

1 Cie. I fay unto you, what he hath done famoull, 
he did it to that end; though ſoſt conſcienc d Men a 
be content to ſay it was for his Country, he did it to 
pleaſe his Mother, and to be partly proud, which he n 
even to the altitude of his Virtue. 

2 Cit. What he cannot help in his Nature, you sccoutt 
a Vice in him: You muſt in no way ſay, he is Covetuu 

1 Cir. If I muſt not, I need not be barren of Acculs 
tions; he bath Faults, with ſurplus, to tire in Repetiim 
[Shouts withs 
What Shouts are thoſe? The other ſide och' City is nia 
why ſtay we prating here ? To th' Capitol — 

All. Come, come. 

1 Cit. Soft—— who comes here? 

Enter Menenius Agrippa. 

2 Cit, Worthy Menenins Agrippa, one that hath alu 
loy'd the People. 

1 Cit. He's onc honeſt enough, would all the reſt weteſa 

Men. What work's, my Countrymen, in hand? 
Where go you with your Bats and Clubs? The Matter— 
Speak, I pray you. 

2 Cit, Our Bufineſs is not unknown to the Senate, they 
have had inkling, this Fortnight, what we intended tg 
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hich now we'll ſhew 'em in Deeds: they ſay, poor Suit- 
a. have ſtrong Breaths, they ſhall know we have ſtrong 


too. 
* Why Maſters, my good Friends, mine honeſt 
Neighbours, will you undo your {clyes ? 

2 Cit. We cannot, Sir, we are undone already. 

Men. I tell you, Friends, moſt charitable care 
Have the Patricians of you: for your Wants, 

Your ſufferings in this Dear:h. you may as well 
Strike at the Heav'n with your Staves, as lift them 
inſt the Roman State; whoſe courſe will on 
way it takes, cracking ten thouſand Curbs 
Of more ſtrong link d aſunder, than can ever 
in your Impedimeat. For the Dearth; 
The Gods, not the Patricians. make it; and 
Your Knees to them, not Arme, muſt he'p. Alack, 
You are tranſported by Calamity 
Thither, where more attends you; and you flinder 
The Helms o'th State, who care for you, like Fathers, 
When you curſe them as Enemics. 

2 Cit. Care for us!---True indeed, they ne er car d for us 
yet. Suffer us to famiſh, and their Store-honſes cramm'd 
with Grain: Make Edits for Uſury to ſupport Uſurers ; 
repeal daily any wholſym At eſtabliſhed againſt the Rich, 
ad provide more piercing Statutes daily, to chain up and 
reſtrain the Poor. 1! the Wars eat us not up, they will, and 
there's ll the love they bear us. 

Men. Either you mutt 
Confeſs your bees wond'rous malicious, 

Or be accus'd of Fo!'y. I hall tell you 
A pretty Tale, it may be you have heard it, 
But fince it ſerves my purpoſe, I will venture 
To ſeale t a little more. 
2 Cit. Well. 
Il hear i, Sir yet you muſt not think 
To fob off our Diſgrace wich a Tale: 
but, and 'tpleaſe you, deliver. 

Men, There was a time when all the Bodies Members 
Rebell'd againſt the Belly ; thus accus'd it 
That only like a Gulf it did remain 
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Court, the Hearr, 6 the feat o'th* Brain, 
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ve petency 
they live. And though that all at once, 

y good Friends, (this fays the Belly) mark me 

t. Ay, Sir, well, well. 


7 


| the Bran. What ſay you to't? 
2 Cit, It was an anſwer----how apply you this? 
Men. The Senators of Name are this good Belly, 

And you the mutinous Members; for examine 


Their Counſels, and their Care; digeſt things rightly, 
Touching the Weal o th Common, you al find 
— — 2 

But it proceeds or comes from them to 


you, 
And no way from your ſelves. What do you think ? 
You, the great Toe of this Aſſembly ? 

2 Cir. I the great Toe! Why the great Toe? 

Men. For that being one o'th loweſt, baſeſt. 
this moſt wiſe Rebellion, thou goeſt formoſt: 
Raſcal, that are worſt in Blood to run, 
firſt to win ſome vantage. 

ou ready your ſtiff Bats and Clubs, 

her Rats are at the point of Battel: 

fide muſt have Bail. 


Martins. 


1 


E f 
: 


ks, What's the Matter, you diſſentious Rogues? 
— the poor itch of your Opiaion, 

your {elves Scabs. 

2 Cit. We have ever your good Word. 

Mar. He that will give good Words ta thee, will flattes 


Beneath abhorring. What would have, ye Curs, 
Tha like nor Peace, nor War? The one ahights you, 
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The other makes proud. He that truſts to | 
22 2 


Where he ſhould Lions, finds your Hares: 
Where Foxes, Geeſe you are: No ſurer, no, 
Than is the coal of Fire upon the Ice, 
Or Hailſtone in the Sun. Your Virtue is, 
To make him worthy, whoſe Ofience ſubdues him, 
And curſe that Juftice, did it. Who deſerves Greatneſ;, 
Deſerves your Hate; and your Aſſections are 
A fick Man's Appetite, who deſires moſt that, 
Which would encreaſe his Evil. He that depends 
Upon your Favours, ſwims with ſins of Lead, 
And hews down Oaks with Ruſhgs. Hang ye----truſt ye! 
With every Minute you do change a Mind, 
And call him noble, that was now your Hate, 
Him Vile, that was Garland. What's the Matter, 
That in the ſeveral s of the City 
You cry againſt the Noble Senate, who 
(Under the Gods) you in awe, which elſe 
Would feed on one another? What's their ſeeking? - 
Men. For Corn at their own Rates, whereof thy fay, 
The City is well ſtor d. 
Mar. em: Thy fay ! — 
They'll fit by th' Fire, and preſume to know 
What's done ih Capitol; who's like to riſe, 
Who thrives, and who declines: Side Factions, and give out 
Conjectural Marriages; making Parties ſtrong, 
And fecbling ſuch as ſtand not in their liking, 


Below their cobled Shooes. They ſay, there's Grain enough: | 


Would the Nobility lay afide their Ruth, 
And let me uſe a Sword, I'd make a Quarry 
With thouſands of theſe quarter d Slaves, as high 
As I could pitch my Lance. 
Men. Nay, theſe are alnoſt thoroughly perſuaded: 
>= t abundantly oy, lack . 
et are t ing cowardly. But, 1 beſec 
What fays We Troop ? a " 
Mar. They are diſſolv'd; hang em, | 
They ſaid they were an hungry, figh'd forth Proverbs; 
That Hunger broke Stone Walls — that Dogs muſt eat. 


nd Dat ww .q 2 Th 
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Own for the Rich Men on'y — With theſe ſbreds 
They vented their Complainings, which being anſwer d, 
And a Petition granted them, a ſtrange one, 
To break the Heart of Generoſity. 
And make bold Power look pale ; they threw their Caps 
As they would hang them on the Horns o'th' Moon, 
duiting their Emulation. 

Men. What is granted them ? 

Mar. Five Tribunes to defend their vulgar Wiſdoms, 
Of their own choice. One's uns Brutus, 
Sicinins Velutus, and I knew not- S death, 
The Rabble ſhould have firſt unrooſt the City 
Ere ſo prevail d with me; it will in time 
Via upon Power, and throw forth greater Themes 
For Inſurrections arguing. | 

Men. This is ſtrange. 

Mar. Go get you nm you Fragmen's. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Mzſ. Where's Caius Martius! 

Mar. Here----what's the Matter ? 

Mef. The News is, Sir, the Volſcies are in Arms. 

Mar. I ara glad on't, then we ſhall have means to vent 
Our muſty ſuperfluity. Sce, our beſt Elders---- 

Buer Sicinius Velutus, Junius Brutus, Cominius, Titus 

Lartius, with other Senators. 

1 Sen, Martius, tis true, that you have lately told us, 
The Volſcies are in Arms. 

Mar, They have a Leader, 
Tullius Aufidines, that will put you to't. 
I fin in envying his Nebility : 
And were | any thing but what I am, 
| could wiſh me only he. 
Com, You have fought together? 
Mar. Were half to half the World by th Ears, and he 
Upon my Party, I'd revolt, to make d 
Only my Wars with him. He is a Lion 
That I am proud to hunt. 

1 Sen. Then worthy Martius, 
Attend upon Cominius to theſe Wars, 

Cams, it is your former promiſe, 
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ir Garners. Worſhipful Mutineers, 
well forth; pray follow. Ex. 
[ Citizens ſteal away. Manent Sicinius and Brutus. 
Man fo proud as is this Martius? 


ature, tickled with good Succeſs, diſdaing 
which he treads on at Noon; but I do won» 


Fame, at the which he aims, 
In whom already he is well grac'd, cannot 

Better he held, nor more attain'd than by 

A place below the firſt; for what miſcarries 
Shall be the General's fault, tho he perform 
To the utmoſt of a Man; and giddy cenſure 
Will then cry out of Martius: Ob, if he 
Had korn the — 
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| And Tirws Lartins, a moſt valiant Roman, 
bis 
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Sic. 

How the diſpatch is made, and in what faſhic n, 

More than his fingularity, he goes 

Upon this preſent Action. 
Irs. Let's along. Cream. 


SCENE II. Coriolus. 
Enter Tullus Avfidius with Senators Coriolus: 


brought to bodily act, 
Had Circumvention? tis not four Days gon 
Since | heard thence----theſe are the Words--- 


think 


, but it is not known 
Weſt; the Dearth is great, 

The People Mutinous; and it is rumour' 

Comin, Martins your old Enemy, 

(Vho is of Rome worſe hated than of you) 


Preparation 


Theſe three lead on t 
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It ſeem'd a 'd to Rome. By the di 
We ſhall be ned in our Aim, which was 
To take in many Towns, ere (almoſt) Rome 
Should know we were a-foot. 
2 Sen. Noble Anufedines, | 
Take your Commiſſion, hie you to your Bands, 
Let us alone to guard Coriolus, 
If they fer down before's: for the remove 
Bring up your Army: But, I think, you'll find 
They've not prepar'd for us. 
A. O, doubt not that, 
] ſpeak from Certainties. Nay more, 
Some parcels of their Power are forth already, 
And only hitherward. I leave your Honours, 
If we and Cains Martius chance to meet, 
"Tis {worn between us, we ſhall ever ſtrike, 
Till one can do no more, 
Al, The Gods aſſiſt you. 
Auf. And — your Honours ſafe. 
1 Sen, Fare wel. 
2 Sen, Farewel. 
Al. Farewel. " Exeaat. 


SCENE III. Rome. 


Enter Volumnia and Virgilia, They fit down on tue (nn 
| Stools, and Sow. 


Vol. I pray you, Diughter, Sing, or expreſs your ſe! 
in a more comfortable fort: If my Son were my Hu 
band, | would freelier rejoice in that abſcnce wherein it 
won Honour, than in the Embracements of his Bed 
where he ſhould ſhew moſt Love. When yet he was but 
tender-bodied, and the only Son of my Womb; wil 
Youth with Comlineſs plucked all gaze his way; wha 
for a Day of Kings Entreaties, a Mother ſhould dh f 
him an Hour from her beholding, I, conſidering how i 
rour would become ſuch a Perſon, that it was no ben 
than Picture- like to hang by th' Wall, ii Renown mace i 
not tir, was pleas d to let him ſeek Danger where he wi 

Uke to find Fame: To a cruel War I ſent bim, from ue 
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le return'd, his Brows bound with Oak. I tell thee, 
Daughter, I ſprang no more in Joy at firſt bearing he 
was a Man child, than now in firit feeing he had proved 
himſelf a Man. 

Fir. But had he died in the Buſineſs, Madam, how 
then? 

Fol, Then his good Report ſhould have been wy Son; 
[therein would have found Iſſue. Hear me proteſs fin- 
eerely: had I a dozen Sons each in my love alike, and 
none leſs dear than thine and my good AMrritms, | had 
nther eleven dye nobly ſor their try, than one vo- 
lptuouſly ſurfeit out of Action. 

Enter a Centlewoman. | 

Gent Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to vifir you, 

Fir. Beſecch you, give me leave to retire my ſelf. 

Fel. Indeed thou ſhalt not: 

Methinks 1 hear hither your Husband's Drum : 

I ſee him pluck Aufidliu down by th' Hair: 

(As Children from a Bear) the Vo'ſcies ſnunning him 
Methinks T fee him ſtamp thus — and call thus 
Come on, ye Cowards, ye were got in fear 

Though you were born in Rome; bis bloody Bro, 
Vith bis mail'd Hand, then wiping, forth he goes 
Like to a Harveſt-Man, that's task d to mow, 

Or all, or loſe his hire. 

Pir. His bloody Brow ! Oh Fupiter, no Blood, 

Vel. Away, you Fool; it more becomes a Man 
Than gilt his Trophy. The Breaſt of Hecuba 
ben ſhe did ſuckle Hector, look'd not lovelicr 
Than Hector s Forchead, when it ſpit forth Blood 
At Grecian Swords contending ; tell Valeria 
Ve are fit to bid her Welcome. [Exit Gent. 
Vir. Heav'ns bleſs my Lord from fell Aufidius. 

Fol. He'll beat Anfidins's Head below his Knee, 
And tread upon his Neck. 

Enter Valeria with an Uſher. and a Gentle woman. 
Val. My Ladies both. good Day to you, 

Vol. Sweet Madam 

Fir. I am glad to fee your Ladyſhip---- 


Fad; 


up 


he mam mockt it ! 

Fol. One o's Father's Moods. 
Val. Indeed la, 'tis a Noble Child. 
Vir. A Crack, Madam. 


1 
ir. good Madam, 
I will not out of Doors. 

Val. Not out of Doors? 


Vir. Indeed no, Patience; I'll not over the 
1 from the Wars. 


Val. You would be another P 


the Yarn ſhe ſpun in Ulyſes's abſence, 


bble a 
pity. 


» you ſhall go with us. 


. 


Te or whether his fall enrag d him, or how 'twas, he 
fo ſet his Teeth and did tear it, Oh, I warrant how 


Val. Come, lay aſide your Stit „I muſt have 
rr * | 


elne; yet 


full of Moths. Come, I would your Cambrick were {cn- 
your Finger, that you might leave pricking i fo 
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Fal. 
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h, go with me, and PI! tell you excellent 


Thus it is the 4 have an Army forth, 1 
Cominizs the General is gone, with one Part of our Roman 
Power. Your Lord, and Titus Lartius are ſet down before 

71 they nothing doubt prevailing, and to 
make 1 Wars. This is true, on my Honour, and fo, 
| pray, go with us. 


Fir. Give me excuſe, good Madam, | will obey you in 
every thing hereafter. 

Fol. Let her alone, Lady, as ſhe is now, 
She will but diſeaſe cur better Mirth. 

Val. In troth, I think ſhe would: 

Fae ycu well then. Come. good ſweet Lady. 

rithee, Virgilia, turn thy ſolemneſs out a Door, 

And go along with us. 

Vir. No: 

k a word, Madam; indeed I muſt not, 

I wiſh you much Mirth. 
Val. Well then Farewel. Exeums. 


SCENE IV. TheWalls of Coriolus. 


Eater Martius, Titus Lartius, with Drum and Colours, with 
Captains and Soldiers: To them a Meſſenger. 


General met the Enemy 
view ; 2 
Horſe is mine. 


of you. 
Lark. 
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Lart No, I'll not fell, nor give him: Lend him you wil, 
For half an hundred Years: Summon the Town. 

Mar. How far off lye theſe Armies? 

Meſ. Within a Mile and halt. 

Mar. Then ſhall we hear their Larum. and they Ours, 
Now Mars. I prithee make us quick in Work; 

That we with ſmoaking Swords may march from 
To help our fielded Friends. Come, blow the blaſt. 
They ſound a Parley. Enter two Senators with others on the Hall. 
Tullus Anfidins is he within your Wall? 

1 Senat. No, nor a Man that fears you leſs than he. 
That's leſſer than a little: Drum afar of 
Hark, our Drums 
Are bringing forth our Youth : We'll break our Walls 
Rather than they ſhall pound us up; our Gates, 

Which yet ſeem ſhut, we have but pinn'd with Ruſhes, 
They'll open of themſelves. Hark you far off 
There is Aufidins. Lift, what work he makes 
Amongſt your cloven Army. | 
Mar. Oh, they are at it. 
Lart. Their noiſe be our luſtruction. LadZers, ho. 
Enter the Volſcics. 

Mar. They fear us not, but iſſue forth their City. 
Now put your Shields before your Hearts, and fight 
With Hearts more proof than Shields. 

Advance, brave Titus, 
They do diſdain us much beyond our Thoughts, 
Which makes me ſweat with Wrath. Come on, my Fellows: 
He that retires, I'll take him for a Volſcie, 
And he ſhall fee} mine Edge. 
A'arum ; the Romans are beat back to their Trenchts 
Euter Martius. 

Mar. All the contagion of the Sourh light on you, 
You ſhames of Rome; you Herds ot Biles and Plagues, 
Plaiſter you o'er, that you may be abhorr'd 
Farther than ſeen, and one inte another 
inſt the Wind a Mile: You Souls of Geeſe, 

That bear the ſhapes of Men, how have you rua 
From Slaves, that Apes would beat? Flo and Hell! 
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4 hurt behind, Backs red, and Faces pale 

pb fight ad aud fe mend, and charge home, 
t 

2 my Wars on you: Look tot, come on; 

If you'll and faſt, we''l beat them to their Wives, 

þs they us to cur Trenches followed. 


Fires of Heav'n, II! leave the Foe, 


Another Alarum, and Martius follows them to the 
Gates, and is ſhut in. 


80 now the Gates are ope: Now good Seconds: 


Tis for the Followers, Fortune widens them, 
Not for the Fliers: Mark me, and do the like. 


He enters the Gate 
1 Sol. Fool-hardineſe, not I. 
2 Sol. Nor I. | | 
1 Sol, Sce, they have ſhut him in. ¶ Alarum continues, 
All. To tÞ Pot, I warrant him. 
Enter Tus Lartius. 
Lart. What is become of Martius? 
All. Slain, Sir, doub tleſs. 
Sl. Following the fliers at the very Heels, 
Vith them he enters; who upon the ſudden 
Cupt to their Gates: He is bimſelf alone, 
To anſwer all the City. 
Lart. Oh noble Fellow! 
Vho ſenſibly out-dares his ſenſcleſs Sword, 
And when it bows, ſtands up: Thon are left, Martius 
A Carbuncle intire, as big as thou art, 
Vere not fo rich a Jewel. Thou waſt a Soldier 
Eren to Calvus with, not fierce and terrible 
Only in ſtroaks. but with thy grim Looks, and 
The Thunder- like percuſſion of thy Sounds, | 
Thou mad'ſt thine Enemics ſhake, as if the World 
Vere — and did tremble. 
Martius bleeding , aſſaulted by the Enemy. 
1 Sol. Look, Sir. * e 
Lan. O, tis Martius. 
Let's ſetch him off, or make remain alike. : 
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3 Rom. A Murrain on't, I took this for Silver. E 
; ; { Alar rm continues flill a far of, 
Enter Martius and Titus Lartius, with a 
Mar. See here theſe Movers, . Mer 
At a crack d Drachm: Cuſhions. leaden 
Irons of a Doit, Doublets that Hangmen would 
with thoſe that wore them, theſe baſe 
et the Fight be done, pack up; down with them: 
And bark, what noiſe the General makes! To him, 
is the Man of my Soul's hate, 
ing our Romans: Then Valiant Titus take 
Numbers to make 


not: 

y Work hath yet not warm'd me. Fare you well: 
drop, is rather Phyſical | 
ous ro me, To Anfidins, thus 1 will appexr 


ht. 
_ Lave. Now the fair Goddeſs Fortune 


t 


hy P 
r. 


Go ſound th 
— 


— 


, we are come 
Like Romans, neither fooliſh in our 1 (off 
Nor cowardly in Retire: Believe me, Sirs, 


Tabor, 
Lartins ?, 
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beſeech you, 

uy all the Bartels wherein we have fought, 
By th" Blood we have ſhed together, 
By th* Vows we have made 
To endure Friends, that you directly ſet me 
- Againſt Audis, and his Lnuars ; 
And that you not delay the preſent, but | 
Filling the Air with Swords advanc'd, and Darts, 
We prove this very hour 

Cam. Though I could wiſh 
"You were conducted to a gentle Bath, 
And Balms applied to you, yet dare I never 
Deny your asking; take your choice of thoſe 

Mar. Thoſe are they 
That moſtare willing, if any ſuch be here, 
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ies to our aid, the reſt will ſerve 
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Not Africk owns a I abhor 

dy — 12 Fix thy Fot. 
Mar. Lee the firſt Budger die the other's Slave, 2 
And the Gods doom him after. 5 
g  Martizs, hollow me like a Hare. 


D \ 


fight. and certain Volicies come to the aid of Mb 


Gur i ſuch a Soldier. 
Yet cam'f thou to a Morſel of this Feaſt, 
Having fully Din'd before. [ 7 
i Lartius with his Power, from the Purſuit. | 


1 Iz 


teas ee 


BE” COKIOLANUS. 


. nor, 


Sd teat themſelves with Death: Of all the Horſes, 
ee have ta'en good, and good ſtore, Of all 
ag Treaſure in the Field atchiev'd, and City, 
MF render you the tenth, to be ta'en forth, 
e the common diſtribution, 
. our only choice. 
$ WU. I thank you, General: 
ene make my Heart conſent to take 
"Fine; to pay my Sword: I do refuſe it, 
Id and upon my common part with thoſe, 
ne SF That have beheld the doing. | 
Shi Flwiſh. They all cry, Martius! Martius! caſt np 
| * and Launces ; Cominius and Lartius aud 
Mer. May theſe fame luſtruments, which you prophane, 
. er found more: When Drums aud Trumpets ſhall 


| (Steel grows ſoft, as the Paraſites Silk, 
tim be made an Overture for th' Wars: 
I ay; for that I have not waſh'd 
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In Praiſes, ſauc'd with Lies. F 
Com. Too modeſt are you 47 
More cruel to your good Report than gratefad we 
ASD 3 r . 
—— 


de e one thay means his proper EE. 
Then Reaſon ſafely with you: Therefore be it en 
As to us, to all the World, that Cains Marius 

Wears this War's Garland: In token of the which, © 
My noble Steed, known to the Camp, I give to him, 
With all his trim belonging, and from this time, | 
For what he did before Coriolus, call him, | 
Wich all th'applauſe and clamour of the Hoſt, ' 

Caius Martins Coriolanu.. 2 

Ones. Caine Marine Caviolanas? 

May. 1 will go waſh: 
And when my r 
Whether 1 bluſh, or no. Howbeit — 
1 mean to ſtride your Steed. and at all times 
To under - creſt your good Addition, 

To th' tairnefs of my Power. 
Com. So, to our Tent: 
Where, ere we do repoſe vs, we will write 
To Rome of our Succeſs: You Titus Lavims 
Muſt to Coriolus back; ſend us to Rome 
The beſt, with whom we may articulate, 
Fer their own. good, 
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Am bound to 
Com. Take't, * 
Mar. | ſometime — 

u t He us d me kindly. 

He cry d to me: I ſaw him Priſoner: 

But then Auſidius was within m 


And Wrath * nog my 4 my Ply: 1 | im; 


To give my poor Hoſt 
Com, O well begg'd: 
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eue Butcher of my Son. he ſhould oY 

eee i the Wind: Deliver him, Tiens. 
HB Fagan, forgot: 

Jun weary; yea, my Memory is tir d 

- Tire we no Wine here? 

0 we to our Tent; * 5 
The Blood your Viſage dries; 'tis time 
| hould 


'd to: Come. Exemnt. 
|. Enter Tullus Aufidius " with 


Af. The Town is ta en. a 

N 'Twill be deliver d back on good Condition. 
. Condition ! 
Would 1. were 2 Roman, for I cannot, 
"Sikag a Folſcie, be that I am. Condition ? 


Wat good Condition can a Treaty find 
Fi part that is at Mercy? Five times, Martius, 
| ave with thee, fo often haſt thou beat me: 
hnd do fo, I think, ſhould we encounter 
often as we Eat. By the Elements, 
Teer again I meet him Beard 10 Beard, 
e's mine, or I am his: Mine Emulation 
thth not that Honour in't it had: For where 
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SCENE Rome. 


oY T "Night. 
Br. 
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would the noble Martius 
Bru. He's a Lamb indeed, that baes like a Bear. 
Men. He's Bear indeed, that lives like a Lamb. 
You two are old Men, tell me one thing that 1 ſhallak 


Well, Sir. 
In what Enormity is Marti: poor in, that you 
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Men. This is now ! Do youtwo know how you 
are cenſur d here in the City, 1 mean of us o'tlinget 
File, do ? | b 

Bru. are we cenſur d? 
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4 CORTOLANUS 321. 
44 you talk of Pride now, will you not be 


? 
WL Well, well, Sir, well. | 
n. no great matter; for a very little Thief 
abs will rob you of a great deal of Patience; —- 
_ the Reins, and be angry at your 
leaſt) if you take it as a pleaſure to you, in 
not alone, Sir 


* 
— 


lo you can do very little alone, for helps 
grep tm 


. ge; your Abilities are too Infant-like, for doing much a- 
me. Youtalk of Pride—— Oh, that you could turn your 

Dr 

rr a 


Mm. 1 am known to be a humorous Patrician, and one 
it loves a Cup of hot Wine with not a of allaying 
Wit: Said ro be ſomething imper fect in | 

&frft Complaint, baſty and tinder-like, n too trivi- 
Buttock of 
& Night, than with the Forchead of the ng. What 


3 Contorinve 
Men. rr 
you are ambitious for 
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men. Gcod. een to Cur Ned more of your Cots 
verſation would in Brain, being the Herdſmen of 
the beallly Plebeians. 1 will bebold to: e my leaveof you. * 

[ Exexnt Brutus a nd Sicinius. 


How now (my as 
were ſhe Earthly, 
your Eyes ſo faſt? 


17 Noncurable Menenius, my Boy Martins approaches; 
tor the love of Juns let's go. | 


Men. Ha! Martius coming home? 
vol. ooh worthy — and with moſt proſperow 
pro 
—— Take my Cap, Fupiter, and 1 thank thee-. hoo, 
Martius Com ng home:? 


Both 
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Tris true. 


certain, there's 2 Letter for you, It. 
Ms A Letter for me? it gives me an Eſtate of ſeven 
2 ri 
2 moſt Sovereign Preſcript ion in Galen is 4 
| to this Prefervarive, of no better report 


v come 

Fir, 

Vol. 

Men. if he be not too much; brings a Vi- 
Sia his Pocket? the Wounds become him. 

Won rewe; Menenizs, he comes the third time 
MT be Ed — 

Men. in 4 
. 


777 

44+ 

br 
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in 

Senate poſſe? of this? 
Good Ladies, let's go. Yes, yes, yes : The Senate - 
the General, wherein he gives my Son the 
mile Name of the War, he bath in this AQtion out-done - 
mer Deeds doubly. Day 
Val. In troth, there's wondrous things ſpoke of him. 
Mes. Wondrous! Ay, I warrant you, and not without 
lis trac Purchafing. 

Ii. The Gods grant them true. 

Fd.. True? pow waw. 

Men. True? I'll be ſworn they are true, where is he 
wounded, God ſave your good Worſhips ? Martins is co- 
* more cauſe to be proud: Where is he 
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of humility, 


as the manner is, his Wounds 
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his word: 


Veſture 
Oh he would miſs it, rather than 
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ith” Market · place, nor on him put 
Was 


Napleſs 
is 714 
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SOIT 


Were he 
Nor 
yu. It 


it, 


por 


But by the ſuit of the Gentry to him, 


And rhe defire of the Nobles. 


o- 


Sic. I with no better, than haye him hold that 


And to put it in Execution. 
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as they were 
oth! World: He covers leſs 


1 
; for I cannot 


that Cuſtom 
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you. 


ſtand with the tune of 


in private: You good Voice, 
I may be Conſul, I have here the cullo- 


wult not ſpeak of that,” 


me ha't: I have Wounds to 
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pray 


you now, 
that 
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Mew. Oh me the Gods 
You muſt defire them to think 
3 
Ar 
1 Cie. The Price 
you, w 
what 


Cor. 
ſhew 
Sir; | 


hope 
Cor 
your Voices, 
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honeft Man's Voice. | 


s, that i 
You anon do 
this 


kee 
Tos 
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1 Cie. He has our Voices, Sir. 
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1 Cie. He has done nobly, and cannot go without any 


Brau. Wire 

Sic. well 
He has it now, and by his Looks, methinks 
"Tis warm at's Heart. 
2 With a Heart he wore his humble Weeds 

you the People ? 
Enter the Plebeians. 
Sic. How now, my Maſters, have you choſe this Man? 
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wich bis Hat, thus waving it in Scorn, 
would be Conſul, fays he: Aged Cuſtom 
Jt by your Voices, will not ſo permit me; 
Your Voices therefore: When we granted that, 
flere was- -I thank you for your Voices---thank 
Your moſt ſweet Voices. Now you have lett your Voices, 
| have nothing further with you. Was not this Mockery ? 

Sic. Why, either were you ignorant to ſec't? 
Or ſeeing it of ſuch childiſh Friendlineſs, 
To yield your Voices ? 

vu. Could you not have told him, 
ks you were leflon'd ; when he had no Power, 
Jut was a petty Servant to the State, 
tle was your Enemy ever ſpake againſt 
Your ies, and the Charters that you bear 
My Body of the Weal: And now arriving 
it place of Potency, and ſway o'th? State, 
lf be ſhould ſtill malignantly remain 
hit Foe to th' Plebeians, your Voices might 
&& Curſes to your ſelves. You ſhould have faid, 
That as his worthy Deeds did claim no 


ou for your Voices, and 
—. you, into Love, 
Lord. 


were fore · advis d, had touch d his Spirit, 
d his Inclination; from him plu kt, 
Is gracious Promiſe, which you might, 
e had call'd ycu up, have held him to; 
ee it would have gall'd his ſurly Nature; 
x ally endures 2 Article, 
t ht; ing him to 1 

You thould — — of tis Chaler, 

pals'd him uncleRed. 


ou 
And 
You, v. J P Bro, 
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Bru. Did you perceive, 
He did ſollicit you in free Co 
When he did need your Loves? And do you think 
That his Contempt ſhall not be bruiſing to you, | 
When he hath power to cruſh? Why had your Bodies 
No Heart among you? Or had you Tongres, to cry 
Againſt the Rectorſhip of Judgment? 

Sic, Have you, ere now, deny'd the Asker: 

And, now again of him that did not ask, but mock, 
*Beftow your ſu'd- for Tongues ? 

2 Cit. He's not confirm'd, we ma him 

2 Cix. And will deny him: FO 2 | 
III have five hundred Voices of that Sound. 

1 Ciz. Ay, twice five hundred, and their Friends to piece em 

Bru. Get you hence inſtantly, and tell thoſe Friends, 
They have choſe a Conſul that will from them take 
Their Liberties, make them of no more Voice 
Than Dogs that are as often beat for Barking; 

As theretcre kept to do fo. 

Sic. Let them aſſemble; and on a ſafer Judgment, # 
All revoke your ignorant Election: Enforce his Pride, 17 
And his old Hate unto — beſides, forget not, Ti 
With what Contempt he wore the humble Weed, | l. 
Ho in his Suit he ſcorn'd you: But your Loves 1 


. 
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Thinking upon his Services, took from you iT 
Th' \pprehenfion of his preſent portance, | 
Which moſt gibingly, ungravely, he did faſhion W 
After the inveterate Hate he bears you. Ar 

Bru. Lay a fault on us, your Tribunes, U 


That we labour d (no impediment between) 
But that you mult caſt your Hlection on kim. 
Sic. Say, you choſe him, more atter our Commandment; | 
Than as guided by your own true Attections. and that 
Your Minds, pre-vccupied with what you rather muſt do, | 
Than what you ſhouid, made you agaiuſt the grain | 
To Voice him Coniul. Lay the fault on us. 
Bru. Ay, ſpare us not: Say, we read Lectures to you, = 
How youngly he began to icrve his Country, 
How long continued. ard what Steck he fprings of, 
Tue Noble Houtc vil! Marjiavs; from whence — Y C 
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That Ancus Martins, Numa's Daughter's Son, 
Who after great Hoftilwss here was King: | 
of the ame Houſe Publius and Quintus were, 
That our beſt Water brought by Conduits hither 
And nobly nam'd; ſo, twice being Cenſor, 
Vas his great Anceſtor, 

| Sic. One thus deſcended, 

That hath beſide we'l in his Perſon wrought, 
To be ſet high in Place, we did commend 
To your remembrances ; but you have found, 
Saling his preſent bearing with his paſt, 

That he's your fixed F.nemy, and revoke 


Tour ſudden Approbation. 


js 


a0, | 


hit 


Bry. Say, you ner had don't, 
{Harp on that til!) but by our putting on; 
and preſent!y, hen you have drawn your Number, 
Ir to th' (Capitol, 
A. We vil fo; almoſt all repent in their Election. 
[ Exerns Plebeian: . 


| ' Bru. Let them go on: 


| This M\rtiny were better put in hazard, 
Then ay patt doubt for po: 
If, as his Nature is, he fa'l in rage 


| With their retuſal, both obſerve and anſwer 


Tee vantage ot his anger. 
Sic. To th* Capitol, come: 
Ve will be there before the Rream o th People: 
And this ſha'! ſeem, as partly tis, their own, 
Which we haue goaded onward, (rem. 


8 


—_— _—_— 


aCT HW SCENESEL 
SCENE Rome. 


Cirnets, Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Comiaius, Titus 
Lartius, and other Scuators. 


T*. Aufidies then had mede new Head ? 
Lari. He had, my Lord, and that it was wh:ch can 
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Our ſwifter —ͤ— — 

Cor. So then the Vol/cies ſtand but as at firſt, 
Ready when time ſhall prompt them, to make Road 
Upon's again. 

Com. They are worn, Lord Conſul, fo, 

That we ſhall hardly in our Ages fee 
Their 6 again. 

Cor. Saw 1865 ? 

Lart. On bfoquard he came to me, and did curſe 
Againſt the Volſcies, for they had ſo vilely 
Yielded the Town; he is retir'd to Antium. 

Cor. Spoke he of me ? 

Lart. He did, my Lord. 

Cor. How ? — what? —— 

Lart. How often he had met you Sword to Sword: 
That of all things upon the Earth he hated 
Your Perſon moſt : That be would pawn his Fortunes 
To hopeleſs Reſtitution, ſo he might 
Be call'd your Vanquiſher. 

Cor. At Antium lives he? 

Lart. At Ania. 

Cor. I wiſh 1 had a cauſe to ſeck him there, 
To oppole his Hatred fully. Welcome home 

Euter Sicinius and Brutus. 

-Behold, theſe are the Tribunes of the People, 
The Tongues 
For they do prank them in Authority, 
Againſt all noble ſufferance. 

Sic. Paſs no further. 

Cor. Hah! —— what is that! 
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o' th Common Mouth, I do deſpiſe them: | 
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theſe have Voices, that can yield them now, 

— — What are your Offices? 
You being their Mouths, why rule you not Teeth? 
Hive you not fer them on ? 

Men. Be calm, be calm. 

Car, It is a purpos d thing and grows by Plot, 
To curb the Will of the Nobility : 
Suffer'r, and live with ſuch as cannot Rule, 
Nor ever will he ruled. 

Bru. Call't not a Plot; 
The People cry you mock'd them; and of late, 
ben Gorn was given them, gratis, you rep'n'd, 
kandal'd the Suppliants for the People, call'd then 
Time-pleaſers, Flatterers, Foes to Nobleneſs. 

Cir. Why this was known before. 
| By, Not to them all. 
Cor, Have you inform'd them fithence ? 
Bra. How ! I intorm them! 
Com. You are like to do ſuch Buſineſs. 
| Bru. Not unlike, each way, to better yours. 


| Gr, Why then ſhould 1 be Conſul? by yond Clouds, 
let me ſo ill as you, and make me 
Your fellow Tribune. 
Le. You ſhew too much of that, 
ler which the People ſtir; if you will paſs 
To where you are bound, you muſt enquire your way; 
dich you are out of, with a gentler Spirit, 
Or never to be ſo Noble as a Conſul, 
Nor yoak with him tor Tribune. 
Meg. Let's be calm. 
en The People are abus'd, ſet on; this paitiing 
' kecomes not Rome: Nor has Coriolaus 
deſer d this ſo diſhonour'd Rub, laid falſly 
| th? plain way of his Merit. 
; Gr. Tell me of Corn! this was my Speech, 
And I will ſpeak't agaia 
Men. Not now, not now. 
Sm, Not in this Heat, Sir, now. 
Gr. Now as L live, I will 
My Nobler Friends, 1 crave their Pardons: 


29 For 
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For the mutable rank ſcented Many, 
Let them regard me. as I do not flatter, 
And therein behold them ſelves: 1 lay again. 
lu toothing them, we nouriſh gain ſt our Senate 
The Cockle of Rebellion, Inſolence, Scdition, 
Which we our ſelves have plow'd for, ſow'd and ſcatter, 
By mingling them with us, the honour'd Number, 
Who mk not Virtue, no, nor Power, but that 
Which they have given to Beggars. 
Men Veil, no more 
Sea. No more Words, we beſecch you 
Cer. How - no more! 
As for my Cc unt ry 1 have ſhed my Blood, 
Not feari:.g outward force; fo ſhall my Lungs 
Con Words till their decay, againtt thoſe Meaſles 
Which we diſdain ſhould Tetter us, yet ſeek 
The very way to catch them. 
Bru. You ſpesk o'th' People, as if yon were a God 
To puniſh, not a Man of their Ii firmity. 
Sic. *T were well, we let the People — 
Men. Whar, what! his Choler? 


Cor. Choler! were I as patient as the midnight Slee, 


By Foxe, twould be my Mind. 

Sic, It is a Mind that ſhall remain a Poiſon 
Where it is, not poiſon any further. 

Cor. Shall remain? 

Hear you this Triton of the Minnoues? Mark you | 
His abſolute Shall? | 

Cm. *'Twas from the Canon. 

Cor. Shall!----O God l. but moſt unwiſe Patricians; why | 
You Grave, but wreaklefs Senators, have you thus 
Given Hydra here to chuſe an Officer, 

That with his peremptory Shall, being but Wo 
The Horn and Noiſe o' ch' Monſters, wants not Spirit 
To ſay, he'll turn your Current in a Ditch, 

And make your Channel his? If he have Power, 
Taen vail your Ipnorance: If none, awake 

Your dangerous Lenity: If you are Learned, 

Be not as common Fools; it you are not, 


Let them have Cuſhions by you. You are Plebeians, h 


| 
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[f they be Senators; and they are no leſs, 

When both your Voices blended; the greateſt Taſte 
Moſt palates theirs. They chuſe their Magiſtrate, 
And fuch a one as he, who puts in his Shall, 

His popular Shall, againſt a graver Bench 


| Than ever frown'd in Greece. By Fove himſelf, 


t makes the Conſuls baſe ; and my Soul akes 
To know when two Authorities are up, 
Neither Supream, how ſoon Conſuſion 

May enter *twixt the gap of both, and take 
The one by th' other. 

m. Well — on to th Market-place. 

Cor. Who ever gave that Counſel, to give forth 
The Corn o' th* Storehouſe, gratis, as 'twas us d 
Sometime in Greece----- 

Mm. Well, well, no more of that. 

Cor. Though there the People had more abſulute Power: 


by, they nouriſh'd Diſobedience, fed the ruin of the 
State 


ru. Why ſhall the People give, 
One that ſpeaks thus, their Voice? 

Cor. I'll give my Reaſons, 
More worthy than their Voices. They know the Corn 
Vas not our recompence, reſting well aſſur'd 
They ne er did Service for'r, being preſt to th' War, 
Eren when the Naval of the State was touch'd. 
They would not thread the Gates: This kind of Service 
Did not deſerve Corn gratis. Being i' th War, 
Their Mutinies and Revolts, wherein they ſhew'd 
Moſt Valour, ſpoke not for them. Th Accuſation 
Which they have often made againſt the Senate, 


| All cauſe unborn, could never be the Native 
O our fo frank Donation. Well, what then? 
| How ſhall this Boſom- multiplied, digeſt 


The Senate's courteſie ? Let Deeds expreſs 


| What's like to be their Words---We did requeſt it--- 


Ve are the greater Poll, and in true fear 
They gave us our Demands. —— Thus we debaſe 
The nature of our Seats, and make the Rabble 
Gill cur Cares, Fears; which will in time 

P4 Break 
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For the mutable rank ſcented Many. 
Let them regard me, as I do not flatter, 
And therein behold themſelves: I ſay again, 
In tvothing them, we nouriſh aint our Senate 
The Cockle of Rebellion, Inſolence, Scdition, 
Which we cur {elves have plow'd for, ſow'd and ſcatter d, 
By mingling them with us, the honour'd Number, 
Who lack not Virtue, no, nor Power, but that 
Which they have given to Beggars. 
Men, Veil, no more----- 
Sen. No more Words, we beſeech you----- 
Cer. How - no more! 
As for my Country I have ſhed my Blood, | 
Not feari:.g outward force; fo ſhall my Lungs | T 
Con Word: till their decay, againtt thoſe Meaſles c 
Which we diſdain ſhould Tetter us, yet ſeek 
The very way to catch them. 
Bru. You ipeik o'th' People, as if yon were a GG [1 


*. SIS a — 


Aa C3 "_— 
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To puniſh, not a Man of their Ii firmity. | St 
Sic. *T were well, we let the People a | 
Men. Wbar, what! his Choler? '& 
Cor. Choler! were I as patient as the midnight Sleep, | | 

By Fore, twould be my Mind. * 
Sic, It is a Mind that ſhall remain a Poiſon * 

Where it is, not poiſon any further. Th 
Cor. Shall remain ? | by 

Hear you this Triton of the Minnoues? Mark you . 

His abſolute Shall? . Dic 
Com. *Twis from the Canon. Th 


Cor. Shall !----O God !---.but moſtunwiſe Patricians; why 1 
You Grave, but wreaklefs Senators, have you thus | Vi 
Given Hydra here to chuſe an Officer, Al 
That with his peremptory Shall, being but 0 
The Horn and Noiſe o' ch' Monſters, wants not Spirit 10 
To ſay, he' turn your Current in a Ditch, | — 
And make your Channel his? If he have Power, | 
Taen vail your Ipnorance: If none, awake 

Your dangerous Lenity: If you are Learned, 

Be not as common Fools; it you are not, 

Let them have Cuſhions by you. You are Plebeians, 
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Utbey be Senators; and they are no leſs, 
When both your Voices blended ; the greateſt Taſte 
Moſt palates theirs. They chuſe their Magiſtrate, 
And fuch a one as he, who puts in his Shall, 
His popular Shall, againſt a graver Bench | 
%; nm ever frown'd in Greece. By Fove himſeif, 
' * | makes the Conſuls baſe ; and my Soul akes 
' To know when two Authorities are up, 
| Neither Supream, how ſoon Conſuſion 
| Hay enter *twixt the gap of both, and take 
| The one by th' other. 
em. Well — on to th Market-place. 
| Cir. Who ever gave that Counſel, to give forth 
| The Corn o' th* Storehouſe, gratis, as 'twas us d 
dometime in Greece----- 
Men. Well, well, no more of that. 
Cor. Though there the People had more abſulute Power: 


lu, they nouriſh'd Diſobedience, fed the run of the 


| Bru. Why ſhall the People give, 
One that ſpeaks thus, their Voice ? 
| Cor. yl ive my Reaſons. 
| More worthy than their Voices. They knovy the Corn 
Vu not our recompence, reſting well aſſur'd 
ey ne er did Service fort. being preſt to th' War, 
en when the Naval of the State was touch'd. 
| They would not thread the Gates: This kind of Service 
Did not deſerve Corn gratis. Being i'th* War, 
Their Mutinies and Revolts, wherein they ſhew'd 
why © Moſt Valour, ſpoke not for them. Tb Accuſation 
| Which they have often made againſt the Senate, 
| Ml cauſe unborn, could never be the Native 
O our ſo frank Donation. Well, what then? 
t bur ſhall this Boſom-multiplied, digeſt 
The Senate's courteſie ? Let Deeds expreſs 
| What's like to be their Words---We did requeſt it--- 
Ve are the greater Poll, and in true fear 
They gave us our Demands. —— Thus we debaſe 
1 The nature of our Seats, and make the Rabble 
dil cur Cares, Fears; which will in time 
li Ta Dreak 
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Break cope the Locks o' th' Senate, and bring in 
The Crows to peck the Eagles — 

Men. Come, — 

Bru. Enough, with over meaſure, 

Cor. No, take more, 

What may be ſworn by, both Divine and Human, 

Seal what I] end withal. This double worſhip, 

Where one part does diſdain with cauſe, the other 
Inſult without all ſeaſon ; where Gentry, Title, Wiſdoin; 
Cannnot conclude, but by the Yea and No 

Ot General Ignorance, it muſt emit 

Real Neceſſities, and give way the while 

To unſtable Slightnefs; Purpoſe fo barr'd, it follows, 
Nothing is done to purpoſe. Therefore, beſcech yon, 
You that weill be leſs Fearfal than diſcreet, 

That love the Fundamental part of State 

More than you coubt the change oft; that prefer | 
A noble Lite before a long, and wiſh E 
To jump a Body with a dangerous Phyſick, 

That's fare of Death without it; at once pluck out 1 
The Multitudinous Tongue, let them not lick L 
The ſweet which is their Poifon. Your diſhonour 
Mangles true Judgment, and bereaves the State 
Of that Integrity which ſhould become it: 

Not having the Power to do the good it would 1 
For th ill which doth controul it. | 

Bru. H'as faid enough. a | 

Sic. Has ſpoken like a Traitor, and ſhall anſwer 
As Traitors do. 

Coy. Thou Wretch! Deſpight o'er-whelm thee! --- 
What ſhould the People do with theſe bald Tribunes? 
On whom depending, their Obedience fails 1 
To th* greater Bench, in a Rebellion: 

When what's not meet, but what muſt be, was Law, 
Then were they choſen; in a better Hour, 
Let what is meet, be faid, ic muſt be meet, 
And throw their Power i' th Duſt. 
Sic. This a Conſul? No. 
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Enter an Adile. 

ts, The Tales, bo; let him be 

Go call the People, in whoſe Name my ſelf 

lnch thee as a Traiterous Innovator: 

4 Foe to th Publick Weal. Obey, I charge thee, 

lod follow to thine anſwer. ¶ Laying hold on Coriolanus. 
Hence, old Goat. 


Tc. Help me, Citizens, 

| Enter a Rabble of Plebeians with the Files. 
: Men. On both fides more reſpeR. 

© ke that would take from you all your- 
bru. 


| 


2 een. Weapons, Weapons, Weapons ; 
| [They all buſtle about Coriolanus. 
! Tribunes, Patricians, Citizens -— what hoe 
| * Brutus, Coriol anus. . 
Peace, peace, peace, ſtay, peace. 

Men. What ＋ be? — I am out ot Preath ; Con- 
on near. I cannot ſpeak. You Tribunes to th? 
| Trople, Coriolanus ; patience; ſpeak, good Sicintus. 

: Sic, Hear me, People -— peace. 
Al. Let's hear our Tribune: Peace; ſpeak, ſpeak, ſpeak. 
Sic. You are at point to loſe your Liberties: 
Martins would have all from you: Martius, 
* Vhom late you have nam'd for Conſul. 
Men. Fie, fie, fic, this is the way to kindle, not to 


quench, 
zen. To unbuild the City, and to lay all flat. 
; Se. What is the City, but the People 
AL. True, the People are the City. 
Bru. . Ya conſent of all, we were eſtabliſhed the Peo- 
tes. 
Tou ſo remain. 
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Men. a Bens the Gity fa 
Com. That is t to lay | | 

To bring the Roof to the Foundation, | 

And bury all, which yet diftintly ranges, 

In heaps and piles of Ruin. | 
Sic. This deſerves Death. 
Bru. Or let us ſtand to our Authority, 

Or let us loſe it; we do here pronounce, | 2 
Upon the part o'th'People, in whoſe Power 
0 We were elected theirs, Martius in worthy 
Of preſent Death | 

Sic. Therefore lay hold on him; 

Bear him to th' Rock Tarpeian, and from thence 
Into Deſtruction caſt him. | 

Bru. Ediles, ſeize him. 

All Ple. Yield, Martius, yield. 

Men. Hear me one word, beſeech you Tribunes, ber 
me but a word —— 7 

Miles. Peace, peace. 
- Men. Be that you ſeem, truly your Country's Friends, 
And 3 proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redreſs. 

Bru, Sir, thoſe cold ways, | 
That ſeem like prudent helps, are poyſonous, | 
Where the diſeaſe is violent. Lay hands upon him, | 
And bear him to the Rock. Cor. draws his Swork 

Cor. No, III dye here; | 
There's ſome among you have bebe!d me fighting, 

Come try upon your felyes, what you have ſeen me. | 

—4 Down with that Sword, Tribunes withdraw 1 
Wulle. 


e 
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Bru, Lay Hands upon him. | 
Men. Help Martius, help---you that be noble, help him 
young and old. | 
Down with him, down with him, Exeumt. 
LI this Mutiny, the Tribunes, the Ealiles, and s 
People are beat in. | 
Men Go, get you to your Houſe; be gene, away. 
All will be 5 elſe. q * \ 
2 Sen. Cet you gone, ; 


um. 
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on Stand faſt, we have as many Friends as Enemies - 
Mev. Shall it be put to that? 

dn. The Gods forbid : 

| prithee noble Friend, home to thy Houſe, 

Leave us to cure this Cauſe, 
Men. For tis a Sore upon us, 

You cannot Tent your elf; begone beſeech you. 

' Com. Come, Sir, along with us. 

Men, 1 would they were Barbarians, as they are, 
Though in Rome lit ter d, not Romans, as they are not, 
Though calved in the Porch o'th* Capitol: 

Fepone, put not your worthy Rage into your Tongue, 
One time will owe another. 
cm. On fair Ground | could beat forty of them. 
1 Men, I could my ſelf take up a Brace o th beſt of them; 
, the two Tribunes. 
er Comp. But now tis odds beyond Arithmetick, 
And Manhood is call'd Fool'ry when it ſtands 
; Agiinſt a falling Fabrick. Will you hence, 
ds, | Before the Tag return, whoſe Rage doth rend 
Like interrupted Waters, and o'er 
What they are us'd to bear. 
: Men. Pray you, be gone: 
ll try whether my old Wit be in requeſt 
Vith thoſe that have but little; this muſt be patcht 
Vich Cloth of any Colour. 
| Com. Nay, come away. 
. | 1.5m. This Man has marr'd his Fortune. 
vv Men. His Nature is too noble for the World: 
Re would not flatter Neptune for his Trident, 
Or Fove, for's Power to Thunder : His Heart's his Mouth : 


* 
3 


Here's goodly Work. 
2 Sen. I would they were a- bed 


bin What his Breaſt forges, that his Tongue muſt vent; 
| And being angry, does forget that ever 

— | He heard the name of Death» [A noiſe within. 
| 


' Men, I would they were in Tyber. 
Vhat the Vengeance, could he not ſpeak em fair 
Im. Lev 


** 
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Sic. — „ILX 
£ 


Men. You worth 


Tribunes 


Sic. He ſhall be t down the Tarpeian Rock 


With Rigorous Hands; he hath reſiſted Law, 


And therefore Law ſhall ſcorn him further Trial 


Than the ſeverity of the Publick Power, 
Which he ſo ſets at n . 


1 Cit. He ſhall well the noble Tribunes are 


The 


Sic. Peace 


Men. Do not cry hayock, where you ſhould but hunt 


With ou warrant. . 
Sic. Sir, how comes it have 
To make this reſcue ? WY * 


Men. - fb ty I do know 
The Conſul's ineſs, fo can I name his Fanlts-— 


Sic. Confſul!-----what Conſul! 

Men. The Conſul Coriolanss. 

Bru. He Conſul a 

All. No, no, no, no, no 

Men, If by the Tribunes leave, 
And yours gcod People, 
I may be heard, I would crave a word or two, 
The which ſhall turn you to no further barm, 
Than fo much loſs of time. 

Sic. Speak brief then, 
For we are peremptory to diſpatch 
This viperous Traitor; to cject him hence 
Were but one Danger, and to keep him here 
Our certain Death; therefore it is decreed 
He dies to Night. 

Men. Now the good Gods forbid, 
That our Renowned Rome, whoſe Gratitude 
Towards her deſerve Children, is enroll'd 
In Fove's own Bock, like an unnatural Dam 
| now eat up her own, ; 


City, and be every Man himſelf 


8 
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a Diſeaſe that muſt be cut away. 

Oh, he's a Limb, that has but a Diſeaſe ; 
to cut it off; to cure it, cafie. 

has he done to Rome, that's worthy Death ? 
our Enemies, the Blood he hath 

I dare youch, is more than that he hath, 
an Ounce) he dropt it for his Country : 
is left, to loſe ir by his Country : 

all that dot, and ſuffer it, 

th' end o'th' World, 

is is clean kam. 


| his it honour'd him; 
Service of the Foot, 
gangreen'd, is not then reſpected 
before it was — 
ell hear no more, 
im to his Houſe, and pluck him thence, 
— being of a catching nature, 
rther. 
. One Word more, one word: 
Tiger- ſfooted- rage, when it ſhall find 
harm of unskann'd ſwiftneſs, will (too late) 
leaden pounds to's Heels. Proceed by Proce ſe, 
Parries (as he is beloy'd) break out, 
ſack great Rome with Romans. | 

Big, It it were fo —— 

Sie, What do ye talk? 
Have we not a taſte of his Obedience ? 
Our Ziiles (mote, our ſelves reſiſted, come —- 
' Men. Conſider this; he hath been bred i'th* Wars 
Since he could draw a Sword, and is ill-ſchool'd 
In boulted La Meal and Bran together 
He throws wi diſtinction. Give me leave, 
Il go to him, and undertake to bring him in peace, 
Where he ſhall anſwer by a lawful Form, 
In peace, to his utmoſt peril. 

1 Sen. Noble Tribuues, 
It is the human way: The other courſe 
YU prove too bloody, and the end of it 
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Unknown to e 

Sic. Noble Manns. be you hens the Peoples Officer” 
Maſters, ay down your 


our Way. 
Men. UI! bring din to you 
Let me delire your Compan e wa come, 
Or What is wort will 4 ame. 

1 Sn. Pray you let's to Hom. 

Enter Corgi with Nahe 

Coy. Let them pull all about mare Ears, pre 
Death on the Wheel or x wild es 
Or pile ten EFulls en the Leh Rock, 
That the Precipitzrion 2m Homem french 
Below the beam of ge wet nul 1 il 

ta chem 


Der eln 

Noble. You do the Nebler 

Cor. I mule, my Mere 
Does not approve me Wenne who was wor: 
To call them Wollen Vb, des created 
To buy and fell with Grea's, *© Sew bare Head. 
In Congregations, to yawn. de Fil. and wonder, 
When one but of my OrE&zamce Rao? ap 
To ſpeak of Peace, or War. 1 ik of you, 
dy did you with we ur Ned you habe mi 
to wy Nature? Rather 4y, 1 pay 


Treun- 


- 


Va mighc have devs enragh the Man you are 
With firiviog lefs to be e. Leder bad boon 

The things at thwart vc D, it 

You bad not ſbew d te Ne 12 were dip d 

Ee they hc d pines ts anal ou, | 


* 
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Te. Let them hang. 
17 Vol. Ay, and burn too. 
Enter Menenius with the Senators. 1 
Mm. Come, come, you have been too rough, ſome- 
| thing coo rough: You mult return, and mend it. 
Ses. There's no Remedy, 
Unleſs, by not fo doing, our good City 
Cleave in the midſt, and periſh. 
Vol. Pray be counſell'd; 
I have a Heart as little apt as yours, 
a one Bat at hae ap ads of Anger 
To better vantage. 
Mies. Well faid, noble Woman: 
\ Before he ſhould thus ſtoop to th' Heart, but that 
* The violent Fit och Times craves it as Phylick 
For the whole State, I would put mine Armour cn; 
Which I can ſcarcely bear. 
Cor. What muſt I do? 
Men. Return to th' Tribunes. 
Cor. Well, what then? what then? 
Men. Repent what you have ſpoke. 
Cor. For them ? I cannot do it tor the Gods, 
Muſt j then do't to them? 
Vol. You are too abſolute. 
Tho' therein you can never be too Noble, 
But when Extremitics ſpeak. I have heard you ſay, 
Honour and Policy, like unſever d Friends, 
Ich War do grow together: Grant that, and tell me 
In Peace, what each of them by ch' other lole, 
That they combine not there ? 
Co, Tuſh, tuſh—— 
Men. A good Demand, 
Vol. It it be Honour in your Wars, to ſeem 
The fame you are not, winch tor your beſt er ds 
You adopt your Policy: How is ic leſs or worſe 
That it hall hold Companioaſhip in Peace 
With Honour, as in War; fince chat to both 
It ſtands in like requeſt. þ 
Cor, Why torce you this ? 
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The haz ud . 
12 2222 d 
My Fortunes and my Fri at Stake, requir\ 
fhould . op fs 


Thy Knee buſſing the Stones, For in ſuch Butineſs 
AQtion is ice, and the Eyes of th' Ignorant 
More than the Exrs, waving thy Head, 
Which often, thus, correcting thy ſtout Heart 
Now humble 2s the ripeſt Mulberry, 
That will not hold the Handling: Or ſay to them, 
Thou art their Soldier, and being bred in Broils 
Haſt not the ſoft way, which thou doſt confeſs 
Were fit for thee to uſe, as they to claim, 
In 2222 good Loves, but thou wilt frame 
Thy felt (forſooth) hereafter theirs ſo far, 
As thou oy Power and Perſon. 

Thi 
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For they have Pardons, being ask d, as free, 
As — to little Purpoſe. 
Vol. Prethee now, 
Goand be rul'd: Altho' I know thou hadſt rather 
Follow thine Enemy in a fiery Gulf, 
Than flatter him in a Bower. 
Here is Commins. - . 
Com. I have been i'th* Market-place, and Sir, tis ( 
You have ſtrong Party, or defend your ſelf 
By Calmneſs, or by Abſence: All's in Anger. 
Men. Only fair Speech. 
Com. I think twill ſerve, if he 
Can thereto frame his Spiri 
Fol. He muſt and will : 


| Prethee now fay you will, and go about it. 


© OG. 5 


| WV 
My 


Cor. Muſt 1 go ſhew them my unbarbed Sconce ? 
Muſt I wita my baſe Tongue give to my noble Hear? 
A Lie, that it muſt bear well? I will do't: 

Yet were there but this ſingle Plot, to loſe 

This Mould of Martius, they to Duſt ſhould bring it, 
And throw'e againſt the Wind. To the Market-place: 
You have put me now to ſuch a Part, which never 

I ſhall diſcharge to th' Life. 

Com. Come, come, we'll prompt you. 

12 prithee now, ſweet 8 as thou haſt faid 
iſes made thee firſt a Soldier; ſo 
To have my Praiſe for this, perform a Part 


Thou haſt not done before. 


Cor. Well, I muſt do't: 
Away my Diſpoſition, and poſſeſs me 
Some Harlot's Spirit: My Throat of War be turn'd, 
Which quir'd with my Drum, into a Pipe, 
Small as an Eunuch, or the Virgin Voice 
That Babies lulls aſleep ; the Smiles of Knaves 
Tent in my Cheeks, and School-boys Tears take up 
The Glaſſes of my bight: A Beggar's Tongue 
Make motion through my Lips, and my arm'd Knees 
Who bow'd but in my Stirrup, bend like his 
That bath receiv'd an Ams. I will not dot, 


* — 
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Left I ſurceaſe to honour mine own Truth, 
And by my Bodies Action, teach my Mind 
A moſt in t Baſeneſs. 
Vol. At thy Choice then: | 
To beg of thee, it is my more Diſhonour, 
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin, let 
Thy Mother rather feel thy Pride, than fear 
Thy dangerous Stoutneſs: For I mock at Death 
With as big Heart as thou. Do as thou liſt, 
Thy Valiantneſs was mine, thou ſuck dſt it from me: 
Bur own thy Pride thy felf. 
Cor. Pray be content: 
Mother, I am going to the Market-place: 
Chide me no more. I'll Mountebank their Loves, 
Cog their Hearts from them, and come home belov'd. 
Of all the Trades in Rome. Look, I am going: 
Commend me to my Wife, Il return Conſul, 
Or never truſt to what my Tongue can do 
I'th* way of Flattery further. | 
Vol. Do your will. Exit Volumnla. 
Com. Away, the Tribunes do attend you: Arm your ſeli 
To anſwer mildly : For they are prepar'd 
With Accuſations, as I hegr, more ſtrong 
are upon you yet. 
Cay. The Word is mildly. Pray you let us go. 
Let them accuſe me by Invention: I 
Will anſwer in mine Honour. 
Men. Ay, but mildly. 
Cor. Well, mildly be it then, mildly. [ Exernt, 
Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 
Irm. In this Point charge him home, that he aſſects 
Tyrannical Power: If he evade us there, 
Inforce him with his envy to the People, 
And that the Spoil got on the Antiats 
Was ne er diſtributed. What, will he come? 
Enter an Zdile. 


Bru. How — AY ? 
d. With old Meneninis, and thoſe Senators 
That always fayour'd. him. 7 


*« we we — 


— As 


F 
l 
[ 
| 


| 
? 
. 


' Ih right and ſtrength o'th' Commons; be it either 
Ik ly Fine, cry Fine; it Death, cry Death, 
And power i'(h* truth o'th' Cauſe. 


' Inforce the preſent Execution 
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gie. Have you a Catalogue 
Of all the Voices that we have procur'd, ſet down 
d. I have; tis ready. 
Sic. Have you collected them by Tribes? 
E | have; tis ready. 
Sic, Aflemb'e preſently the People hither, 
And when they hows me ſay. it ſhall be fo, 
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For Death. for Fine, or Baniſhment, then let them, 
Infifting on the old Preroparive 


Ed 1 will inform them. | 
Bru, And when ſuch time they have begun to cry, 
Let them not c aſe but with a din contus d, 


Of what we chance to Sentence. 
d Very well. 
Sic. Make them be ſtrong, and ready for this hint 
When we ſhall hap to give't them. 
Bru. Go about it, 
Pur him to Choler ſtreight, he hath been us d 
Ever to conquer, and to have his word 
Of Contradiction. Being once chaft, he cannot 
Be rein'd again to Temperance; then he ſpeaks 
What's in his Heart; and that is there, which looks 
With us to break his Neck. . 
Enter Coriolanns, Menenius, and Cominius, with other:. 
Sic, Well, here he comes. 
Men. Calmly I do beſeech you. 8 
Cor. Ay, as an Hoſtler that for the pooreſt piece 
Will R * Knave by th' Volume: 
The honour'd Gods 
Keep Rome in Safety, and the Chairs of Juſtice 
Supplied with worthy Men, plant Love amongſt you, 
Through our large Temples, with the ſhews of Peace, 
And not our Streets with War. : 
Sen. Amen, Amen, 
Men. A noble With. 
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; ſpeak 
Tri. Well, fay: Peace, ho. 
be charg'd no further than this preſent? 


debe 
F 


you to the Peoples Voices, 
Cenſure for ſuch Faults 


115 
Z 
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1 am content. 

Lo, Citizens, be ſays he is content: 
warlike Service he has done, conſider; think 
the Wounds his Body bears. which ſhew 
Like Graves i'th' holy Church- yard. 

"Cor. Scratches with Briars, Scars to move 
Laughter only. 
Men. er further: 
That when he ſpeaks not like a Cicizen, 
You find him like a Soldier; do not take 
His rougher Actions for malicious Sounds: 
But, as I fay, ſuch as become a Soldier, 
Rather than envy you. 

Com. Well, well no more. 

Cor. What is the matter, 
That being paſt for Conſul with full Voice, 
I am diſhonour'd, that the very hour 
You take it off again? 

Sic. Anſwer to us. 

Cor. Say then: *Tis true, 1 ought fo. 

Sic. We charge you, that you have contri d to take 
From Roms all fcaſon'd Office, and to wind 
Lau — unto a Power Tyrannical, 

or which you are a Traitor to the People. 
Cor. How ? Traitor ? 

Men. Nay, temperately : Your Promiſt. 
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Cy. The Fires i th loweſt Hell, Fold in the People: 
Call me their Traitor! thou injurious Tribune! 
Vithia thine Eyes fate twenty thouſand Deaths, 

Ia thy Hands clurch'd as many Millions, in 
Thy lying Tongue both Numbers, | would fay, 
Thou unto thee, with a Voice as free, 

As I do pray the Gods. 
' Sr. Mark you this, People? 
Al. To th Rock with him. 

Sic. Peace: 

pe need not put new matter to his Charge: 
| What you have feen him do, and heard him ſpeak, 


' Beating your Officers, curling your ſelves, 
| hng Laws with Stroaks, and here defying 
' Thoſe whole great Power mult try him, 
xen this ſo Criminal, and in ſuch Capital kind, 
Deſerves th extreameſt Death. 
Vu. But fince he hath ferv'd well for Rome —— 
Cor. What do you prate of Service? 
Vn. I talk of that, that Know it. 
| Or. Lou? 
' Men. Is this the promiſe that you made your Mother? 
Com. Know, I pray you. 
1 Il know no farther: 
Let pronounce the ſteep Tarpeian Death, 
Vagabond Exile, Fleaing. — 2 
; But with a Grain a Day, I would not buy 
Their Mercy, at the price of one fair word, 
Nor check my Courage for what they can give, 
Jo have lt with ſaying, Good-morrow. 
| Se. For that he has 
| (As much as in him lyes) from time to time 
Envy'd againſt the People: Seeking Means 
To pluck away their Power; as now at laſt, 
| Given hoſtile ftroaks, and that not in the Preſence 
Ot dreaded Juſtice, but on the Miniſters 
That do di it, In the Name o'ch' People, 
And in the Power of us the Tribunes, we 
eva from this Inſtant) bagiſh him our City, 
| laperil of Precipitation a 


— 
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From off the Rock ian, never more 
To enter aur Rome Gates. I'th' People's Name, 
I fay it ſhall be fo. 


All. It ſhall be fo, it ſhall be ſo; Let him away: 
He's Baniſh'd, and it ſhall be ſo. 
Cem. Hear me, my Maſters, and my common Friends. 
Sic. He's Sentenc'd: No more Hearing. 
Com. Let me ſpeak: | 
I have been Conſul, and can ſhew from Rome, 5 
Her Enemies marks upon me. I do love 
My Country's good, with a reſpect more tender, 
More holy, and profound, than mine own Life, 
My dear Wite's eſtimate, her Womb's increaſe, 
And treaſure of my Loyns: Then if I would 
Speak that----- 
Sic. We know your drift, Speak what ? 
Bru. There's no more to be ſaid, but he is baniſh'd 
As Enemy to the People, and his Country. 
It ſhall be fo. 
Al It ſhall be fo, it ſhall be fo. 
Cor. You common cry of Curs, whoſe Breath 1 hate, 
As teck o'th' rotten Feans ; whole Loves I prize, 
As the dead Carkaſſes of unburied Men, 
That do corrupt my Air: I baniſh you, 
And here remain with your uncertainty. 
Let every feeble Rumour ſhake your Hearts: 
Your Enemies, with nodding of their Plumes, 
Fan ycu into Deipair: Have the Power {ti!! 
To baniſh your Detenders, till at length, 
Your Ignorance (which finds not till it teels, 


ERA 


Fs | — AG A odd teens is 1 


e 0 


Making but reſervation of your ſelves A 
Still your own Foes) deliver you 

As moſt abated Captives, to ſome Nation | hi 

That won you without Blows, deſpiſing R 

For you the City. Thus I turn my Back; If 

There is a World elſewhere. = 

. 2 Coriolanus, — andothers | 

eo ut, and throw i Caps. D 

£Edile. The Peoples Enemy is — — I. 


A. Our Enemy is baniih'd; he is gone. Hoo, hoo. T 


o 
* 1 
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8%. Go ſee him out at Gates, and follow him 
i he hath follow'd you; with all deſpight, 
Give him deſerv d 1 Let a Guard 
attend us through the City. 

Al. Come, come; lers foe him out at the Gates come. 
The Gods preſerve our noble Tribunes, come. ¶ Exeumt. 


iS 4 
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ACT w. SCENE .. 
SCENE without the Walls of Rome. 


u Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia, Menenius, Cominius, 
| with the young Nobility of Rome. | 
| of —_ leave your Tears: A brief Farewel : The Beaſt 
| With many Heads butts me away. Nay, Mother, 
| Where is your ancient Courage? You were us d 
| To lay, Extremity was the Trier of Spirits, 
Tat common Chances common Men could bear; 
| That when the Sea was calm, all Boats alike 
Sew ed Maſterſhip in floating. Fortune's blows 
| Vhen moſt firuck home, being gentle wounded, craves 
; Anoble Cunning. You were us d to load me 
With Precepts that would make invincible 
| The Heart that conn'd them. 
Vir, Oh Heav'ns! O Heav'ns! 
Coy. Nay, I prithee Woman------ 
Jul. Now the red Peſtilence firike all Trades in Rome, 
And Occupations periſh. 
Cor. What! what! what! 
I hall be loy'd, when I am lack'd. Nay, Mother, 
Relume that Spirit, when you were wont to ſay, 
| If you had been the Wife of Hercules, 
Nux of his Labours you'd have donc, and fav'd 
Ts Tour Husband ſo much Swear. Cominins, 
not; Adieu: Farewel my Wite, my Mother, 
II do well yet. Thou old ard true Menelius, 
Thy Tears are ſalter than a younger Man's, 


And 
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And yenomous to thine Eyes. 


My ime) Generdd, 
I have ſeen thee ſtern, LTI 


Heart - hardning Spectacles. Tell theſe fad Women, 
'Tis fond to wail inevitable ftroaks, 
As tis to laugh at em. My Mother, you wot not well 
My hazards ſtill have been your ſolace, and 
Believe't not lightly, tho' I go alone, 
Like to a lonely , that his Fen 
Makes fear d and talk'd of more than ſeen : Your Son 
Will, or exceed the Common. or be caught 
Wich cautelous baits and practice. 

Vol. My firft Son, 

Whither will you go? Take good Commins . 
With thee a while; determine on ſome courſe 
More than a wild expoſure, to each Chance 

That ſtarts ich" — thee. 

Cor. O the Gods 
Com. Vil follow thee a Month, deviſe with thee 

Where thou ſhalt reſt, that thou may'ſt hear of us, 
And we of thee. So if the time thruſt forth 

A cauſe for thy we ſhall not fend 

Oer the vaſt Wor „to ſeek a fingle Man, 

And loſe advantage, which doth ever cool 

I'th abſence of the Needer. 

| Cor. Fare ye well: | a 

Thou haſt Years upon thee, and thou art too full 
Of the War's ſurfeits, to go rove with one 

That's yet unbruis d; Bring me but out at Gate. 
Come, my ſweet Wife, my deareſt Mother, and 
as s of Noble touch: When I am forth, 

id me Farewel, and ſmile. I pray you, come 
While I remain above the Ground, you ſhall 
Hear from me ſtill, and never of me ought 

- But what is like me formerly. 
Men. That's worthily 
As any Ear can bear. Come, let's not 
dp + I ns ſeven Years =o 
rom Arms a s, by the 
af =" py yn Ry Ge go0s 
Cor. Give me thy Hand, come. 
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Enter Sicinius and Brutus, with the Zdile. £ 
g. Bid them all home, he's gone; and we'll no further. 
the Nobility are vexed, who we ſee have faded 
In his behalf 
Irs. Now we have ſhewn our Power, 
la us ſeem humbler after it is done, 
Than when it was a doing. | . 
Sic. Bid them home, ſay their great Enemy is gone, 
lad they ſtand in their ancient ſtrength. 
Brs. Diſmiſs them home. Here comes his Mother. 
Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Menenrus. 
Sic, Let's not meet her. 
Bru. Why? | 
Sic. They ſay ſhe's mad. 
Bru, They have ta'en note of us: Keep on your way, 
Fol. Oh y are well met: 
Y hoorded Plague th Gods requite your Love. 
| Men. Peace, peacc, be not fo loud. 
Fol. If that 1 could for weeping, you ſhould hear 
Nay, and you ſhall hear ſome. Will you be gone? 
Virg. You ſhall ſtay too: I would I had the P 
| Tofay fo to my Huchand, a 
Lic. Are you Man-kind ? 
Val. Ay, Fool, is that a Shame? Note but this Fool, 
I not a Man thy Father? Hadſt thou Foxthip 
do baniſh him that ſtruck more blows for Rowe, 
dan thou haſt ſpoken words : 
Sic. Oh bleſſed Heav'ns! 


ml. More Noble Blows, than ever thou wiſe Words, 
ind for Rome's good — l' tellthee what — yet go 
Nay, but thou ſhalt ſtay too — l would, my Son 

Vere in Arabia, and thy Tribe before him, 

; His good Sword in his Hand. 

Sic. What then? 


Ing. What then? He'd make an end of thy Poſterity, 
Val. Baſtards, and all. 


| Good Man, the Wounds that he does bear for Rome. 
Mem Come, come prace. 
Sic. would he had continued to his Country 
OS began, and not unknit, himſelf, 
.. 
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The noble Knot is made. 
Nm. 1 would he had. 


Cats, that can ficly of his Worth, 
A T con of eh ene which Heav'n 
Will not have Earth to know. 

Pray let's go. 

Now ir, 


Sie. ſtay you | 

With 8 wants her Wits? Ex. Tribune 
Vol. Take my Pra 

I wiſh the Gods had 


But once a Day, it would unclog Heart 
Of what lyes to't. * 


Men. You have told them home, 
And by my troth you have cauſe : You'll ſup with me? J% 
Vol. Anget's my Meat, I ſup upon my ſelf, 
And fo ſhall ſtarve with feeding: Come, let's go, 

Leave this fzint ru and lament as 1 do, 


In Anger, Jun Come, come, come. 
Fie, fie, fic. 


SCENE I. Antium. 
Enter a Roman and a Volſcie. 
Rows. I know you well, Sir, and you know me: Your . 
Name, I think, is Adrian. 
'Vol. It is fo, Sir: truly I have Torgot you. 
Rom. | am a Roman, and my Services are as you are, 
inſt em. Know you me yet? 
Vol. Nicanor? No. 
Rom. The ſame, Sir. 
Vol. You had more Beard when 1 laft ſau you, but 
your 
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Favour is well d by your Tongue. 
„ Yi News in Rowe? 12 


What's 


Volſcian State 
find you out here. You have well ſaved me a Day's 


un There hath been in Rome firange luſurrecti- 
: The People agaiaſt the Senators, Patricians, and 


\obles. 

III ———= 
6; are in a Warli to 
: ey them in the dee Fat Motion. 

low. The main blaze of it is paſt, but a ſmall thi 
d make it flame again. For the Nobles receive 

2 heart the Baniſhment of that worthy Cerislanas, that 
ky are in a ripe aptneſs, to take all Power from the 
kiple, and to pluck from them their Tribunus for ever. 
is lies glowing I can tell you, and is almoſt mature for 
nolent breaking out. 

al. Coriolanus Baniſh'd ? 

Rom. Baniſh'd, Sir. 

u You will be welcome with this Intelligence, Ni- 


um. The day ſerves well for them now. I have heard 
td, the fitteſt time to corrupt a Man's Wife, is when 
es tallen out with her Husband. Your Noble Tullus Au- 
will appear well in theſe Wars, his great Oppoſer 
alu being now in no requeſt of his Country. 
a; . He cannot chuſe. | am moſt fortunate, thus acci- 
ally to encounter you. You have ended my Butinels, 
ad | will merrily accompany you home. 
dum. | ſhall between this and Supper, 
nage things from Rome; all tendi 
gar rie. Have you an Army ready, ſay you? 
M. A moſt Royal one. The Centurions and their Char- 
dſtinly billetted, already in the Entertaiament, and 
vbe on foot at an hours warning. 
lm. I am joyful to hear of their readineſs, and am the 
I think, that ſhall ſet them in preſent tion. 80, 
, heart'ly well met, and moſt glad of your Condpany. 
. You take my part from me, Sir, I have the moſt 
to be glad of yours. n 
Q 2 Fon. 


' 


but 
your 
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Rom. Well, let us go together. 


** Freut 
Enter Coriolanus in mean Apparel, diſguind and muffled, 


Cor. A goodly City is this Antium. City, 
"Tis I that made thy Widows: Many an Heir 
Oft theſe fair Edifices, for my Wars | 
Have I heard groan, and drop: Then know me not, 
Leſt that thy Wives with Spits, and Boys with Stones, 
In puny Battel ſly me. Save you, Sir. 

Enter a Citizen. 

Cir. And you. 

Cor. Direct me, if it be your will, where great Audi 
lies: Is he in Antinm: ? 

Cit. He is, and Feaſts the Nobles of the State, at his 
Houſe this Night. 

Cor. Which is his Houſe, I beſeech you? 

Cir. This here before you. | 

Cor. Thank you, Sir: Farewel. Exit Citizen, 
Oh World, thy flippery turns! Friends now faſt ſworn, 
Whoſe double Boſoms ſcem to wear one Heart, 
Whoſe Hours, whoſe Bed, whoſe Meal and Exerciſe 
Are ſtill together; who twine (as *rwere) in Love 
Unſeparable, ſhall within this Hour, 
On a diſſention of a Doir. break out 
To bittereſt Eumity. So telleſt Foes, 
Whole Paffions, and whoſe Plots have broke their Sleep 
To take the one the other, by ſme chance, 
Some Trick not worth an Egg, ſhall grow dear Friends, 
And inter- join their Iſſlucs. So wich me, 
My Birth-place have I, and my Lovers leit; upon 
This Enemy's Town lil enter; it he flay me, 
He does fair Juſtice; It he give me way, 
do his Country Service. [Exit. 


SCENE III. A Hal in Aufidius's Tage. 


Aſu/.ch plays Enter 4 Serving-man. 

1 Ser. Wine, Wine, Wine! What Service is here? J 
think our Fellows are aſleep. [ Exlt. 
Enter another Serving- man 

2 Ser. Where's Corrs My Maſter calls for him: Cn. 
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Enter Coriolanus. 
Or. A goodly Houte; 


The Feaſt imells; but I appear not like a Gueſt. 


Enter the firſt Serving man. 

1 Ser. What would you have, Friend ? whence are you ? 
Here's no place for you: Pray go to the Door. Exit. 

Cor. I have deierv d no better Eatertainment, in being 
Criolau us. 

Euter ſecond Servant. 

2Ser. Wbence are you, Sir? has the Porter his Eyes in 
his Head, that he gives entrance to ſuch Companions? 
Pray get you our. 

Cor. Away | —— 

2 Ser. Away ? —— Get you away. 

Or. Now thou'rt troubletom. 

2 Ser. Are you fo brave? 11! have you talk'd with anon. 

Enter # third Servant. The firſt meets him. 

3Ser. What Fe llowo's this? 

1 Ser. A ſtrange one as ever | look'd on: I cannot get 
tim out o'th' Houſe : Pri- hee call my Maſter o him. 

3 Ser. What have you to do here, Fellow? Pray you 
woid the Houſe. 

Cor. Let me but ſtand, Iwill not hurt your Hearth, 

3 Ser. What are you? 

Gr. A Gentleman. 

3Ser. A marveilous poor one. 

Cor. True; fo I am. 

30 Pray you, poor Gentleman. take up fome other 

ion, here's no place for you; pray you avoid: Come, 


Cir. Follow your Function, go and batten on cold bite. 


[ Puſhes him away from him. 

3Ser. What, you will not? Prheetel! my Matter, what 
a ſtrange Gueſt he has here. 

2Ser. And I ſhall. [ Exit ſecond Serving mar. 

38. Where dwell thou? 

Cor, Under the Canopy. 

3 Ser, Under the Canopy ? 

Cor, Ay. 

er. Where's that? 
r. Pth' City of Kites and Crows, 


Q3 3 S4. 
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Pth' City of Kites and Crows ? What an AG 

thou dwell with Daws too? 

. No, 1 not thy Maſter. 

Ser. Sir! Do yon meddle with my Maſter? 

an honeſter Service, than to meddle with 

prat t, and prat'ſt; ſerve with thy 
[Beats him avg, 

Enter Aufidius, with a Serving Man. © 

4 is this Fellow? 

Y Sir; I'd have beaten him like a Dog, but for 

ing the Lords within. ame? 

hence com'ſt thou ? What would'ft thou ? Thy 
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though thy Tackle's torn, 
: What's thy Name? 
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' Cor. Prepare thy Brow to frown; know ſt thou me yet) 
I kno 


Le 


My Name is Caius Martius, who hath done 
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extream and the drops of Blood 
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That my 
ks Benefits to 
my Cankered 


Thou dar'ſt not this, and that to prove more Fortunes 
Thou'rt tir'd, $40.0 00% Tn en 
Longer to live weary, pre 
My Throat to thee, and to thy ancient Malice: 
Which not to cut, would ſhew thee but a Fool, 
face 1 have ever follow'd thee with hate, 
Drawn Tuns of Blood aut of thy * 1 Bcealt, 
lad cannot live, but to thy Shame, 
t be to do thee Service. | 
Auf. Oh, Martins, Martins, 
lach word thou haſt ſpoke, hath weeded from my Heart 
4 root of ancient Envy. It Jupiter 
thould from yon Cloud ſpeak Divine things, 
, tis true; I'd not believe them more 
noble Martian. Let me twine 
that Body, where againſt 
an hundred times hath broke, 
Moon with Splinters; here 1 cleep 
m 8 and do conteſt 
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We have a Power on foot; and I had purpoſe 
Once more to hew thy Target from thy Brawn, 
Or loſe my Arm for't: thou haſt beat me out 
Twelve ſeveral times, and I have nightly ſince 
Dream't of Encounters 'twixt thy ſelf and me: 
We have been down together in my Sleep, 
Unbuckling Helms, fiſting each others Throat, 
And wak'd half dead with nothing. Worthy Martius, 
Had we no Quarrel elſe to Rome, but that 
Thou art thence baniſh'd, we would muſter all 
From twelve to ſeventy; and pouring War 
Into the Bowels of ungrateful Rome, 
Like a bold Flood o*er-bear. O come, go in, 
And take our Friendly Senators by th'Hands, 
Who now are here, taking their leaves of me, 
Who am prepar'd againſt your Territories, 
Though not for Rome it ſelf. 

Cor. You bleſs me, Gods. 


Arf. Therefore, moſt abſolute Sir, if thou wilt have | 


The leading of thine own Revenges, take 
The one half of my Commiſſion, and ſet down 
As beſt thou art experienc'd, ſince thou know'ft 
Thy —_—_ Strength and Weakneſs, thine own way; 
Whether to knock againſt the Gates of Rome, 
Or rudely viſu them in parts remote, 
To fright them, ere deſtroy. But come, come in, 
Let me commend thee firſt eo thoſe that ſhall 
Say yea to thy Deſires. A thouſand Welcomes, 
And more a Friend, than e er an Enemy: 
Yet, Martius, that was much. Your Hand; moſt welcome 
Enter two Servants. 
1 Ser, Here's a ſtrange Alteration, 
2 Ser. By my Hand, I had thought to have ſtrucken him 
with a Cudgel, and yet my Mind gave me, his Clothes 
made a falſe report of bim. | 
1 Ser, What an Arm he has, he turn'd me about with 
his Finger and his Thumb, as one would ſet up a Top. 
2 Ser, Nay, I kngwby his Face that there was fon 


| 
| 
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in him. He had, Sir, a kind of Face, methought 
1 cannot tell hovy to term it. 
1 Ser. He had ſo: looking, as it were---would I were h 
ed but l ht there was more in him t han I could think, 
2 Ser. So did I. I'll be fworn: He is ſimply the rareſt 
Man if th* World. 

1 Ser. I think he is; but a greater Soldier than he, 
You wot one. 

2 Ser. Who, my Maſter ? 

1 Ser. Nay, it's no matter for that. 

2 Ser. Worth ſix on him. 

1 Ser. Nay, not ſo neither; but I take him to be the gre: t- 
er Soldier. 

2 Ser. Faith, look you, one cannot tell how to ſay that; 
for the detence of a Town. our General is excellent. 

1 Ser. Ay, and for an Aſſault too. 

Enter a third Servant. 

2 Ser. Oh Slaves, I can tell you News; News, you Raſcals, 

Both. What, what, what ? Let's partake. 

3 Ser. I would not be a Roman of all Nations; I had as- 
Lieve be a condemn'd Man. 

Both. Wheretore? wherefore? 

3 Ser. Why here's he that was wont tothwack our Ge- 

1 Ser. Why do you fay, thwack our General? 

3 Ser. I do not fay thwack our General, but he was al- 


; Ways good enough for him. 


2 Ser. Come, we are Fellows and Friends ; he was ever 
wo hard for him, I have heard him ſay ſo bimſelt. 

1 Ser. He was too hard for him directly, to ſay the 
Troth on't; before Coriolus, he ſcotcht him and notch lim 
like a Carbonado. 

2 Ser. And, had he been Cannibally given, he might have 
boil'd and eaten him too. 

1 Ser. But more of thy News. 12 

3 Ser. Why he is fo made on here within, as if he were 
Son and Heir to Mars: Set at upper end o' th' Table; no 
Queſtion ask'd him by any ot the Senators, but they ſtand 


| bald before him. Our General himſelf makes a — 
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SCENE W. Rome. 


Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 
di. We hear not of him, neither need we fear him, 


flis Remedies are tame: the preſent Peace 


*. 
rere 
3 * 
Irs. We ſtood to t in good time. le this Memenis ? 
Sie, 'Tis he, tis he: O he is moſt kind of late: 


the Commonwealth doth ſtand, and fo would do, were 
le more angry at it. 


An. Als well, and, might have been much beter, i 


| ie could have temporiz 


Sic, Where is he, hear you? 
Men. Nay, I hear nothing: 
His Mother and his Wife hear nothing from him. 
Enter three or four Citizens. 
All. The Gods you beth, 
— — | good-e' all 
Good e en to all, en to 
1 Cie. — our Wiedaned — — 
Are bound to pray for you both. 
—— and thrive 
Fare wel, kind Neighbours: 
Ve wiſht Coriolamus had lob d you, as we did 


All. Now the Gods | 
Both Tri. Farewel, — 7 Exeunt Cnizens, 
Sic, This is a happier, and more comely time, 

Than when theſe Fellows ran about the Streets, 

Crying Confuſion. | 


Sr 
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Bru. Caius Martius was | 
A worthy Officer i'th' War, but Inſolent, 
Oferceme with Pride, Ambitious paſt all thinking, 
Self. loving. 


Sic. We ſhould by this to all our La 
If he had * forth Conſul, found it ſo. 

Bru. Gods have well preveated it, and Uno 
Sits ſafe and ſtill without him 


Z£Edile. Worthy Tribunes, 
There is a Slave, whom we have put in Priſon, 
Reports the Volſcies, with two ſeveral Powers, 
Are entred in the Romas Territories, 
And with the deepeſt Malice of the War, 


Which were In . 1— ſtood ior Rome, 
And durſt not once peep out. 
Sic. Come, what talk you of Martius? 
Bru. Go ſee this Rumourer whipt, it cannot be, 
The Volſcies dare break with us. 
Men. Cannot be! 
We have Record that very well it can, 
And three Examples of the like have been 
Within my Age. But Reaſon with the Fellow 
* you puniſh him, where he heard this, 
ſhall chance to whip your Infor mation, 

— — the Meſſenger, who bids be ware 

of 2 is to be dreaded. 
Sic. Tell not me: I know this cannot be. 


Bru. Not 
Enter @ Meſſenger, 
Meſ. The Nobles in great carneitneſs are going 


All to the Senate-houſe; ſome News is coruc 
That turus their Countenances. 


CoriOoLANUS. 373 


ie. Tis this Slave: 
Go whip him fore the Peoples Eyes: His railing; 
Nothing but his Repor:. 
Meſ. Yes, worthy Sir. 
e. The Slave's Report is ſeconded, and more, 
More feartul is delivered. 
Sic. What more feartul? 
Mef. It is fpoke freely out of many Mouths, - 
How probable I do not know, that Martius. 
join d with Arfidues, leads a Power 'gainſt Rome, 
And vows Revenge as ſpacious, as between 
| The youngeſt and oldeſt thing. 
| Sic. This is moſt likely. 
| Bru. Rais'd only. that the weaker fort may wiſh 
Good Martius home again. 
Sic. The very trick ont. 
| Men. This is unlikely. 
He and Auſidius can no more atone, 
Than violent'ſt Contrariety. 
Enter M. ſſenger 
' Mef. You are ſent for to the Senate: 
A fearful Army, led by Cai Martins, 
| Aﬀeciated with Auf dius rages 
| Upon our Territories, and have already 
Der- born their way, conium d with Fire, and took 
What lay before them. 
| Enter Cominius. 
; Com. Oh, you have made good work. 
Men. What News? What News ? 
Com. You have holp to raviſh your own Daughters, and 
To melt the City Leads upon your Pates, 
Io ſee your Wives diſhonour'd to your Noſes. 
Men. What's the news? What's the news ? 
Com. Your Temples burned in their Cement, and 
Tour Franchiſes, whereon. you ſtood, confin'd 
Into an Augor's bore. 
Men. Pray now the News? 
You have made taic work, I fear me: pray, your news? 
Martius ſhould be joyned with the Volſcians, 
Com. 
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Gave Way unto your Clufters, who did hoot 
Him out o'ch' City. 
Com. But I fear 
er Tullus Auſidius, 
The ſecond Name of Men, obeys his points 
As if he were his Officer: Deſperation, 
|; all the Policy, Strength, and Defence 
That Rome can make againſt them. 
Enter 4 Troop of Citizens. 
And is Auftdines with him? You are 
That made the Air unwholſome, when you caſt 
Your ſtinking, greaſie Caps, in hooting 
At Coriolanus's Exile. Now he's co 
And not a Hair upon a Soldiers Head 
Which will not prove a Whip: as many Coxcombs 
As you threvy Caps up, will he tumble down, 
And pay you for your Voices. Tis no matter, 
If he ſhould burn us all into one Coal, 
| Ve have deſerv d it. 
Omnes. Faith, we hear fearful News. 
1Cis. For mine own part, 

When I faid baniſh him, I faid 'twas Pity. 
Ac. And fo did 1. 

30, And ſo did I; and to ſay the truth, fo did very 
many of us; that we did, we did for the beſt: And tho” 
we willingly conſented to his Baniſhment, yet it was a- 
gainſt our Will. ; 

Com. Y are goodly things; Voices 
eee 
You and your Cry. Shall's to the Capitol? 

Com, Oh, Ay, what elſe? [Exennt. 
| Sic, Go, Maſters, get you Home, be not diſmay d, 

Theſe are a Side, that would be glad to have 
This true, which they fo ſeem to fear. Go Home, 
—_— 

1 Cir The be good to us: Come, Maſters, let's 
Home, I ever faid we were i'th' wrong, when we ba- 
viſh'd him, 

a Ci, So did we all; but come, let's Home. 9 
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Bra. I do not like this News. 

Sic. Nor I. 

Bru. Let's to the Capitol ; would half my Wealth 
Would buy this for a Lie 

Sic. Pray let's go. Exeunt Tribunes, 


SCENE V. A Canp. 


Enter Aufidius with his Lieutenant. 


A. Do ti:cy ill flie to th Reman? 

Lien. I do not know what Witchcraft's in him; but 
Your Soldiers uſe him as the Grace fore Meat, 
Their talk at Table, and their Thanks at cad: 
And you are darken'd in this Action, Sir, 
Even by your own. 

a [ cannot help it now. 

Unleſs, by uſing means, I lame the Foot 

Of our deſign. He bears himſelf more proudly 
Even to my Perſon, than I thovght he would 
When firſt I did embrace him. Yet his Nature 
In that's no Changling. and I mult excuſe 
What cannot be amended. 


mean for your particular) had not | 
ſom in — with — 3 but either have born 
The Action of your ſelf, or elſe to him had left it ſolely. 
A. I underitand thee well, and be thou ture, 
= 7 ſhall come to his account, 4 knows not 
t 1 can urge againſt him, although it ſeems 
And fo he thinks, and is no leſs apparent 
To th vulgar Eye, that be bears all things fairly, 
And ſhews good Husbandry for the Volſcian State, 
Fights Dragon-like, and does atchieve as oo 
As draw his Sword : Yet he hath left undone 
That which ſhall break his Neck, or hazard iniae, 
When c'er we come to our Account. 
Lies. Sir, I beſcech you, think you he'll carry Rome 
A. All yield to him ere he fits down, 
And the Nobility of Rome are his: 
The Senators and Particians love him too 


Ide 
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The Tribunes are no Soldiers; and their People 

Will be as raſh in the repeal, as haſty 

To him thence. I think he'll be to Rome 

As is the Aſpray to the Fiſh, who takes it 

By Soveraiguty of Nature. Firſt, he was 

A noble Servant to them, but he could not 

Carry bis Honours even; whether 'twas Pride, 

Which out of day Fortune ever taints 

The happy Man; whether defect of Judgment, 

To fail in the diſpoſing of thoſe Chances 

Which he was Lord of; or whether Nature, 

Not to be other than one thing, not moving 

From th' Cask to th Cuſhion, but commanding Peace 
Even with the ſame auſterity. and garb, 

As he controll'd the War. But one of theſe, 

(As he hath ſpices of them all) not all, 

For I dare ſo far free him, made him tear'd, 

So hated, and ſo baniſh'd; but he has a Merit 

To choak it in the utt'rance: So our Virtues, 

Lye in the interpretation of the time, 

And Power, unto it ſelf moſt commendable, 

Hath not a Tomb fo evident as a Chair 

Textol what it bath done. 

One Fire drives out one Fire; ore Nail, one Nail; 
Rights by Rights fouler, Strengths by Strengths do fail. 
Come let's away; when, Caius, Rome is thine, 


Thou art poor ſt of all, then ſhortly art thou mine. [ Exe. 


— 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


SCENE Rome. 
N22 Ill not go: You hear what he hath ſaid 


Which was ſometime his General; who loy'd him 


In a moſt dear particular. He call'd me Father: 
But what o'that ? Go you that baniſh'd him, 
A mile before his Tent, fall down and kneel 


The 


my Name: 
work 


ing, Titleleſs, 
had forg'd himſelf a Name o'th' Fire 
* have 


| he 
burni 


have made 


CORIOLANUS; 


a kind of nothi 
ng Rome 


Why, ſo; 


ir of Tribunes, 


When it was lefs expected. He 


It Ww. 2 bore Petition of a 


Bru. Only make trial what your Love can do 


ConloOLAaNUs. 


For Rome, towards Martins. 
Men. Well, and ſay that Martius return me. 
As Commines return d, unheard : What then? 


But as a diſcontented Friend, 
With his unkindneſs. Say't be ſo? 


Sic. 


grief ſnot 


Vet your good will 


Muſt have that thanks from Rome, after the meaſure 
As you intended well. 
Me. I'll undertake it: 

I think he'll hear me. Vet to bite his lip, 

And hum at good Cominius, much unhearts me. 
He was not taken well, he had not din'd. 

The Veins unhill'd, our Blood is cold, and then 
We powt upon the Morning. are una 
— 7 or to forgive; but when we 


ſtuſſ·d 
Pipes, and theſe Conveyances of our Blood 


With Wine and feeding, we have ſuppler Souls 
Than in our prieſt- like Faſts: therefore I'll watch him 
Till he be dieted to my requeſt, 
And then I'll ſet upon him. 

N. You know the very Road into his Kindneſs, 
And cannot loſe 
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SCENE II. A Cap. 


Enter Menenius to the Match er Guard. 


1 Wat. Stay: whence are you? 

2 Wat. Stand, and go back. 

Men. You guard like Men, tis well. But by your leave 
I am an Officer of State, and come to ſpeak with Coriolanys. 

1 Was, From whence? 

Men. From Rome. 

1 Wat. You may not paſs, you muſt return: Our Ge- 
neral will no more hear from thence. 

2 Wat. You'll fee your Rome embrac'd with Fire, before 
You'll ſpeak with Cor:olanus. 

Men. Good my Friends, 
If you have heard your Genera] talk of Reme, 
And of his Friends there, it is Lots to Blanks, 
My Name hath touch'd your Ears; it is Menenins. 


1 Wat. Be it fo, go back: The virtue of your Name 
Is not here ble. 


Men. I tell thee, Fellow, 
Thy General is my Lover: I have been 
The Book of his good Acts, whence Men have read 
His Fame unparallel!'s, happily amplified: 
For I have ever verified my Friends, 
(Of whom he's Chief) with all the fize that verity 
Would without lapſing ſufter : Nay, ſometimes, 
Like to a Bowl upon a ſubtle Ground 
I have tumbled paſt the throw; and in his praiſe 
Have, almoſt, ftamp'd the Leafing. Therefore, Fellow, 
I muſt have leave to paſs. 

1 Was, Faith, Sir, if you had told as many lies in his be- 
half, as you have utter d words in your own, you ſhould 
not paſs here: No, though it were as virtuous to lie, as ts 
live chaſly. Therefore go back. 

Men. Prithee, Fellow, remember my Name is Menenius, 
always Factionary of the Party of your General. 

2 Wat. Howſoever you have been his Liar, as you fay 
you have; I am one that telling true under him, muſt fay 


you cannot pals. Therefore go back. hs 


mm err 0  w_ 
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Men. Has he din'd, can'ſt thou tell? For L would not 
denk with him till after Dinner. 
1Wat. You are a Roman, are you? 

Men. 1 am, as thy General is. 

1 Mat. Then you ſbould hate Rome, as he does. Can 

when you have puſh'd our of your Gates the very 
— of them, and in a violent popular Ignorance, 
given your Enemy your Shield, think to front his Re- 
yenges with the exfie Groans of old Women, the Virginal 
Palms of your Daughters, or with the paltied interceſſion 
of ſuch a decay d Dotard, as you ſeem to be? can you 
think to blow out the intended Fire your City is ready to 
fame in, with ſuch weak Breath as this? No, you are 
deceiv'd, therefore back to Rome, and prepare for your 
Execution: You are condemn'd, our General has {worn 
you out o. Reprieve and Pardon. 

Men. Sirrah, if thy Captain knew I were here, 

He would uſe me with Eftimation 

i Wat. Come, my Captain knows you not. 

Men. I mean thy General. 

1 Hat. My General cares not for you. Back, I ſay, go; 
leſt I let forth your half Pint of Blood. Back, that's the 
utmoſt of your having, back. 

Men. Nay, but Fellow, Fellow. 

+ Enter Cariolanus with Aufidius. 

Cor. What's the Matter ? 

Men. Now you Champion; I'll ſay an Errant for you; 
you ſhall know now that lam in Eſtimation; you ſhall 
perceive, that a Jack-garcant cannot Office me {rom my 
Son Coriolawns, gueis but my Entertainment with him ; 
if thou ſtand'ſt not i'th State of hanging, or of ſome 
Death more long in Spectatorſhip, and crueller in Suffer- 
ing, behold now preſently, and ſwoon for what's to 
upon thee. The glorious Gods ſit in hourly Synod 
about thy particular Proſperity, and love thee no worſe 
than thy old Father Menenius does. O my Sen, my Son! 
thou art preparing Fire tor us; look thee, here's Water 
to quench it. I was hardly mov d to come to thee; but 
bein g aſſured none but my ſeit could move thee, I have 
been blown out of our Gates with ſighs, and conjure thee 

| 5 
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forgerfulneſs ſhall poiſon, 
ity: Note how much. therefore be gone. 


I will not hear thee ſpeak. This Man, Aufdins, 
Was my belov'd in Rome; yet thou behold'ſt--.-- 

. You keep a conſtant temper. 

Manent the Guard and Menenius. 

1 Was. Now, Sir, is your Name Menenius ? 

2 Was. Tis a Spell you ſee of much Power: 
You know the way home again. 

1 Wat. Do you hear how we are ſhent for keeping 
your Greatneſs back ? 

a H. What Cauſe do you think I have to ſwoon? 

Men. I neither care for th' World, nor your General 
For ings as you, I can ſcarce think there's any, 
— ſo flight. He that harh a will to die by himſelf, 
For 


it not from another: Let your General do his worſt. 
you, be that you are, long; and your Miſery eu creaſe 
with your Age. I fay to you, as 1 was —— 


t Far. A noble Fellow, I warrant him. | 

2 Wat. The worthy Fellow is our Genera). He's the 
Rock, the Oak not to be wind-ſhaken. [ Exit Watch. 

Cor. We will before the Walls of Rome to-morrow 
Sct down our Hoſt. My Partner in this Action, 


You 
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with a crack'd Heart | have ſent te Rome, 
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Freſh 
nor private Friends hereafter 
. —ů — > won [Shout within. 
tempted to infringe my Vow 
the ſame time vis made} 02 
Enter Virgilia, Volumnia Valeria, yowng Martius, with 
Attendant 


3. 
My Wife comes foremoft, then the honour'd Mould 


. 


yield 
the State, 
lend 


I 
I 


ESF 


! Wherein this Trunk was tram d, and in her Hand 


The Grand- child to her Blood. But out Aſſection, 
Al Bond and Privilege of Nature break ; 
let it be Virtuous, to be Obftinate. 
What is that Court'fie worth? Or thoſe Dove's Eyes, 
Which can make Gods forfworn? I melt, and am not 
0! ſtronger Earth than others: My Mother bows, 
As if Olymprs to a Mole- hill ſhould 
ln Supplication nod; and my young Boy 
Hach an aſpect of Interceſſion, which : 
Great Nature cries, Deny not. Let the Volſcies 
Hough Rome, and harrow Htaly ; I'll never 
te ſuch a Goſling to obey Inſtinct: But ſtand 
And if a Man were Author of himſelf, 
And knew no cther Kin. 
Virg. My Lord and Husband. 
Ge. Theſe Eyes are not the fame I wore in Rowe. | 


Vin. 


* 


* 
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Virg. The Sorrow that delivers us thus chang d, 
Makes you think fo. | 
Cor. Like a dull Actor now, 
I haye forgot my Part, and | am out, 
Even to a full Diſgrace. Beſt of my Fleſh, 
Forgive Tyranny, but do not ſay 
For that, forgive cur Romans. O a Kiſs 
as my Exile, ſweet as my Revenge! 
Now by the jealous Queen of Heav'n, that Kiſs 
I carricd from thee, Dear; and my true Lip 
Hath Virgin'd it Cer ſince. You Gods, | pray to you, 
And the moſt noble Mother of the World | 
Leave unſaluted: Sink my Knee ith' Earth; [ Kneels, 
Of the deep Duty, more Ilmpreſlion ſhew 
Than that of common Sons. 
Vol. O ſtand up bleſt! | 
Whilſt with no ſotter Cuſhion than the Flint 
I knee! before thee, and unproperly 
Shew Duty as miſtaken all the while, { Kneels, 
Between the Child and Parent. 
Cor. What's this? Your Knees to me? 
To your corrected Son? | 
Then let the Pebbles on the hungry Beach 
Fillop the Stars: Then, let the mutinous Winds 
Strike the proud Cedars gainſt the fiery Sun: 
Murd'ring impoſlibility ro make 
What cannot be, light work. 
Fol. Thou art my Warrior, 1 hope to frame thee. 
Do you knovy this Lady? . 
Cor. The noble Siſter of Poplicola: 
The Moon of Rome, Chaſt as the liicie, 
That's curdled by the Froſt from pureſt Snow, 
And xXx on Dian's Temple: Dear Valeria 
* Fol. This is a pœor Epitome of yours, 
Which by th Interpretation of ſull time, 
May ſtew like all your ſelf. 
Cor. The God of Soldiers, 
With the conſent of ſupream Fove, inform 
Thy Th-:ughts with Nobleneſs, that thou may'f prove 
To Shame unyulnerable, and ſtrike i'th' Wars, 


— 
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Like 2 Sea-mark, ſtanding every flaw, 
Eee thee. 
Shs Go iis Boy 
Cor. s my ve M 

yol. Even he, your Wife, this Lady, and my (elf, 
Are Suitors to you. 

Cor, I beſeech you, Peace: 
Or if you'd ask, remember this before; 
The thing I have forſworn to grant, may never 
de held by you denial. Do not bid me 
Diſmiſs my Soldiers, or Capitulate 

in with Rome's Mechanicks. Tell me not 

I ſeem unnatural: Deſire not t alla 

My Rages and R with your colder 5 
Vol. Oh, no more: more : 


Which you den 
That if we fail in our requeſt ; 
May hang upon your hardneſs; therefore hear us. 

Cor. Aufidins, and you Volſcies, mark; for we'll 
Hear nought from Roms in private. Your Requeſt ? 

Vol. Should we be filent and not ſpeak, our Raiment 
And ſtate of Bodies would bewray what Life 
Ve have lead fince thy Exile. Think with thy ſelf, 
How more unfortunate than living Women 
Are we come hither ; ſince that thy ſight, which ſhould 
Make ourHearts flow with Joy, Hearts dance withCom'orts, 
Conftrains them weep, and ſhake with Fear and Sorrow, 
Making the Mother, Wife, and Child to fee, 
The Son, the Husband, and the Father tearing 
flis Country's Bowels out: And to poor we, 
Thine Enmity's moſt Capital: Thou barr't us 
Our Prayers to the Gods, which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy. For how can we, 
Alas! how can we, for our Country pray, | 
Vlereto we are bound? Together with thy Victory, 
Vhere:o we are bound? Alack, or we muſt loſe 
The Country, our dear Nurſe, or elſe thy Perſon 
Our comſo t in the Country. We muſt find 


Vox. V. R An 


ContoLanuse 


, tho' we had 
Our wiſh, which - ſhou'd win. For either thou 
Recreant, be led 
With Manacles t our Streets, or elſe 


y tread on thy 222 
And box the Palm, for avingbrrely ſh 
Thy Wife and Childrens Bl 


Rather to ſhew a noble grace to both parts, 
Than ſeek the end of one; thou ſhalt no ſooner 
March to afſault thy Country, than to tread 


Not of » Women's readeraeh 
Child, nor Woman's Face to ſee: 


4* ha 
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. He turns away; 
ſhame him with our Knees. 
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Stand to me in this Cauſe. O Mother ! W 1 


. lam glad thou haſt ſer thy Merey, and 
At difierence in thee; out of that I'll work 
My felf a former Fortune. f 


SCENE III. Rome. 
Alen. See you Coin o th Capitol, yond Corner Stone? 
Sic. Why, w ible fe ai 1 
Men. If it be for you to diſplace it with yout 
little rr 
cially his Mother, may prevail with him. But I fay there 
is no hope in t, our Throats are ſentenc'd, and ſtay up 
Execution. 
Sic. lu t poſſible that ſo ſhort a time can alter the con- 
tion of a Man? 
Men. There is diflerence between 2 Grub and 2 Butterfly, 
your Butterfly was a Grub; this Martius is grown from 
Mn to Dragon: He has Wings, he's more than a creepilg 
tung. þ 
K. 


2 
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„ le lo d his Mother deadly, | ; 
Mem. So did he me,; and has man campers his 
Wether now, than an cight years old. Horſe, The tartneſa 
his Face ſours ripe - When he walks, he moves 
lke an Engine, and the Ground ſhrinks before his Treading, 
fe is able to- pierce a Corſlet with his Eye: Talks like a 
Lzell, and his hum is a De fits, in his State as a 
ting made for Alexander. What be bids be done is fi- 
aþd with lus bidding, He wants nothing of a God, but 
*, and a Heaven to Throne in. y 
vir. Yes, Mercy, if you him truly. 
Mes. | paint him in the C Mark what Mercy 
Mother ſhall bring from him; there is no more Mercy 
Nee 


—— — of you. 
Near 


Mes. No, in ach yer” caſe the Gods will not be good unto 
When we baniſh d him, we reſpected not them: And 
returning to break our Necks, ————S 


Day 

— f 

. Friend, jo yon pep true ? 

moſt certain? 

te. As certain as I know the Sun is Fire: 

pn Rn re you make doubt of it ? 
Arch ſo hurried the blown Tide, 

le recomforted th' Gates. Why, hark you. 

[Trampets, Hantboys, Drums beat, all together. 

s, Sackbuts, Plalteries and Fifes, 


Cymbals, aud the I 


Make 
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[4 ſhout vida 


at point to enter. | 
c. We'll meet them, and help the Joy. Eren. 
Enter two Senators, with Ladies paſſing over the Stage with 
other Lords. 
1 ů —— gone: 
Call all your Tribes t , Fraile the Gods, 
And — — — 
Unſhont the Noiſe that baniſh'd Martius; 
Repeal him with the welcome of his Mother: 
Cry, welcome, Ladies, welcome. 
All. Welcome Ladies, welcome. [ Excaat. 
A Flowriſh with Drums and Trumps» 
SCENE IV, Antium. 
Enter Tullus Aufidius, with Attendants. 
Auf. Go tell the Lords o th City, I am here: 
Deliver them this Paper: Having read it, 
Bid them repair to th Market-place, where l 
Even in theirs, and in the Commons Ears, þ 
Will vouch the truth of it. Him 1 accuſe + 
The City Ports by this he hath enter'd, and 


Intends t appear the People, hoping 
To purge himſelf with words. Diſpatch. 


ore e e wn oo GoQ4, RWw 


Enter three or four Conſpirators of Aufidius's Fadia. 
4 


Moſt welcome. I 
1 Con. How is it with our General? 
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ren fo, as with a Man by his own Alms im- 
poyſon'd, and with his ity ſlain. 


2 Con. Moſt noble Sir, if you do hold the ſame intent, 
1 ; we'll deliver you 

of great anger. 

py I cannot tell, 

We muſt proceed as we do find the People: 

30. The People will remain uncertain, whilſt 

we | Twixt there's difference; but the tall of either 
Makes the Survivor Heir of all. 


wh Seducing ſo my Friends; and to this end, 
He bow'd his Nature, never known before, 
Jut to be rough, unſway able, and free. 
Sir. his Sroutnef; 


joint Servant with me; gave him w 
In all his own defires; nay, let bum chuts * 
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At a ſew drops of Womens Rheum, which are 
As cheap as Lies, he. fold the Blood and Labour 
Of our great Action; therefore ſhall he die, 
And Ill renew me in bis fall. But hark. 
[Drums and Trumpets ſound, with great ſhouts of the Proj. 
1 Con. Your Native Town you enter'd like a Paſh, 
And had no welcomes home, but he returns 
Splitting the Air with Noiſe. 
2 Con. And patient Fools, 
Whoſe Children he hath ſlain, their baſe Throats tear 
With giving him Glory. | 
3 Con. Therefure at your v: ; 
Ere he expreſs himſelf. or move the People 
With what be would fay, let him feel your Sword, 
— we will 2 when he lies Ar 
ter ycur way, his Tale d, 
His Reaſons with his Body. 
Anf. Say no more, here come the Lords. 
Enter the Lords of the City. 
All Lords. You are moſt welcome home. 
Hef. 1 have not deſerv d it. 
Bur, worthy Lords, have you with heed perus d 
What I have written to you? 
All. We have. 
1 Lord. And grieve to hear it. 
What Faults he made before the laſt, I think 
Might have found eaſie Fines: But there to end, 
Where he was to begin, aud give away 
The benefit of our Levies, wering us | 
Wich our own Charge, making a Treaty where 
There was a yielding; this admits no excule. 
Arf. He approaches, you ſhall bear him. 
Enter Coriolanus ma ching with. Drums. aud Colous, th 
Commons being with him. 
Cor. Hail, Lords, 1 am return'd, your Soldier; 
No more infected with my Countrys love, 
Than when I parted hence, but ſtill ſubliſting 
Under your great Command. You are to know. 
That profperouſly 1 have attempted, and 
With bloody Paſlage led your Wars, even to 
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Or 22 
Doth more Counterpoiſe a full t | 
The of the Action- We have made Peace 
Vith no leſs Honour to the Antares ; 

Than Shame to th Romans: And we here deliver, 
cri d by th' Conſuls and P.tr.cians, 
Together with the Seal o'ch' Senate, what 

Ve have compounded on. 

Af. Read it not, Noble Lords. 

Jut tell the Traitor in the higheſt degree 

He hath abus'd your Powers. 

Or. Traitor! How now! —— 

Af, Ay, Traitor, Martins. 

Cor. Martins) — — 

4 Ay, Martins, Cains Martins; doſt thou think 
l grace thee with that Robbery, thy ſtoln name 
Grolancs, in Coriolus? 1 
Tou Lords and Head; o' th' State, perfidiouſſy 
te has betray'd your Buſineſs, and given Lp, 
tor certain drops of Salt. your City Rome, 

I ay your City, to his Wife and Mother, 
kaking his Oath and Reſolution like 

wit of rottea Silk, never admitting 

dune o'th* War; but at bis Nurſe's Tears 
tie whin'd and roar'd away your Victory, 
That Pages bluſh'd at him, and Men of Heart 
look'd wondring cach at other. 

Gr. Hear ſt thou, Mars ? 


Cor, 


994 ConroLAanvus. 
uy; 
If you dine wall gore 
That like an Eagle in a 
Flutter'd your Volſcies in Coriolus. 


Auf. Why, Noble Lords. 
will eren 
Whi Was ſhame, . hol 
RIS y Braggart 


is noble, and his Fame 5135 in 


2 Lord. Thou haſt done a deed, whereat 


2 | 

3 Lord. Tread not upon bim — Maſters all, be quiet, 

Put up your Swords. | 
A. My Lords, 

When you ſhall know (as in this 

Provok'd by him, you cannot) the great danger 


That he is thus cut off. Pleaſe it your Honours 
To call me to your Senate, I'll deliver 


My felf your Loyal Servant, or endure 
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Dramatis Perſone, 


M E N. 


8 and __ e's — bim A 
_= Brother — in Love — 
V 


Titus Andronicus, « Noble Roman, General a. 


„e 
Brother to Titus. E * 


VO ME x. 
T the Goths, and Mor 
rr: genf nd erm 


Lavinia, Daxghter to Titus Andronicus. 
Senators, Fadges, Officers, Soldiers, and other At 


SCENE Rome, and the Country near it. 


Titus 


Titus Andronicus. 


— — 


ä 


ACTI SCENE l. 


SCENE Rome. 


Inter the Tribunes and Senators aloft, as in the Senate. En- 
er Saturninus and bis Followers at one Door, and Baſſin- 
200 


SATURNINVUS. 
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And to my For tune: and Favour, 
Commit my in ballance to be weigh'd. N 
[ Exe. Sal diert. 


Sat. Friends that have been thus forward iu my Right, 
] thank py all, and kere. diſmiſs. you all; 
And to the Love and Favour of my Country, 
Commit my Self, my Perſon, and the Cauſe: 
Rome, be as juſt and gracious unto me, 
ks 1 am confident and kind to thee. 
Open the Gates, and let me in. 


Baſ. Tribunes, and me, a poor Competitor, 
They go up into the Senate-Honſe. 


([ 
Enter 4 


Captain. 

Cap. Romans, make way: The good Andronscus, 
Patron of Virtue, Rome's beſt Champion, 
gucceſs ful in the Battels that he fights, 

Witz Honour and with Fortune is. return d, 
From whence he circumſcribed wich bis Sword, 
And brought to yoke the Enemies of Rome. 
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Law. Not I, my Lord, fith true Nobility 


Warrant theſe Words in Princel 


.. 
Ranſomleſs here we ſet our Priſoners free, 
proclaim our Honours, Lords, with 


and 'Drum; 


Trump 


this Maid is mine. 


Baſ. Lord Tims, by your leave 


Baſ. Ay 
To do my 


= & 
4 
£ 
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in dumb ſhew. 


i 


[The Emperor Court: 
he will, and ſhall, if Larius live. 


＋ 


avant! where is the Emperor's Guard? 


my Lord; Lavinia is 


furpriz'd. 


by whom ? 
juſtly 


d 
that 


, 


orld 


d from all the W 


ks Balan s wich Lavinia. 


U 
to conve 


hence away, 
Door ſafe. 
I'll ſoon bring her back. 
you paſs not here. 
n, Boy, barr 
RAD 


1 keep JT 


— 
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'd Love. 


but 
promis 


, Titxs, no, the 


Sat. No 


needs her not, 


Stock; 


1 
m tl mocks me once, 


"_ nor thee, nor an 
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of thine, 7 
Tha 
thy ways, 
Bend addd for ber | A, 
-.in-Law thou ſhalt enjoy : . 
bandy with thy lawleſs Sons, 1 
* => A ords are Razors — ; vh 
Ti W are 
— And lovely Tamora Queen of Gorhs, k 
That like the 1 * 
Doſt _ 
Ho thee, Tamors, = my Bride, 5 
ill create thee Empereſs of Rome. 1 
Seat. Green of Gabe, doft thou applaud my Choice? 7 


if 


7 
Ld 
1 

1 

= 
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Tit. I am not bid to wait upon this Bride. 
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone, 
Diſhonoured thus, and challenged of Wrongs? _ N 
Enter Marcus Andronicus, Lucius, Quintus, aud Marc 
Mar. O Titus fee, O ſee what thou haſt done! - 
In a bad Quarrel flain a Virtuous Son. 7 


* 
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m No, fooliſh Tribune, no: No Son of mine, 
r thou, nor theſe Confederates in the Deed, 

: Fit hath Diſhonoured all our Family, 
 Fllworthy Brother, and unworthy Sons. 

Lac. But let us give him Burial as becomes, 

Give Mutius Burial with our Brethren. "pe 

Tit, Traitors away, he reſts not in this Tomb; 
This Monument five hundred Years hath itood, 
Which I have ſumptuouſly re- edified 
Here none but Soldiers, and Reme*s Servitors. 
Repoſe in Fame: None baſely ſlain in Brawls. 
lury him where you can, he comes not here. 

Mar. My Lord, this is Impiety in you, 

— yr Mutins's Deeds do plead for him, 
He be buried wich his Brethren. 
[Titus's Sons ſpeak. 
Sn. And ſhall, or him we will accompany. 
Tit. And ſhall? What Villain was it ſpake that Word: 
. irus's Son ſpeaks. 

Quin. He that would youct?: in any place but here. 

I. What, would yow-bury him in my Deſpight? 

Mar. No, noble Tits, but inircac of thee, 

To pardon. Mutius, and to bury him. 

Tie. Marcus, even thou haſt truck upon my Creſt, 

And with theſe Boys mine Honour thou haſt wounded. 
Ny Foes, I do repute you every one,” 

trouble me no more, but gone. 

Luc. He is not himſelf, let us withdraw. 

Nun. Not 1, till Matias Bones be buried. 

Þ * [ The. Brother and the Sons kneel. 
| Mar. Brother, for in that Name doth Nature plead. 
Qu. Father, and in that Name doth Nature 
Tix. Speak thou no more, if all the reſt will ſpeed, 
Mar. waed Titzs, more than half my Soul, 
Las. Dear Father, Soul and Subſtance of us all. 
Mar. Suffer thy Brother Marcus to inter 
p noble Nephew here in Virtucs Net, 
it died in Honour, and Lavinia's Caulc. 
ay art a Roman, be not barbarous: 

The Greeks upon Advice did bury Af 
i Yor. v. 8 - 


_ 
4o Triruvs AnDrONTCUS.. 
That flew himſelf; And ev'n Laertes Son 


Did graciou for his Funerals: | 
Let not — thine what woes by Joy, : 


Tit. Riſe, Muc, riſe —— 
The diſmall'ſt Day is this that e er 1 ſaw, 
To be diſhonoured by my Sons in Rome: 
Well, bury him, and me the next. 
prot him in the Tomb. | 
Luc. There lye thy Bones. ſweet Martins, with thy Friends 
Till we with Trophies do adorn thy Tomb. 
| [They all kneel, and ſuf? 
No Man ſhed Tears for noble Mariur; 
He lives in Fame, that died in Virtue's Cauſe. 
Mar. My Lord, to'ftep out of theſe ſudden 
How comes it that the ſubtle Queen of Goth b 
Is of a ſudden thus advanc'd in Rome ? Y 
Tit. I know not, Martens; but I know it is, | 
Whether by device or no, the Heav'ns can tell: 
Is ſhe not then beholden to the Man, 
That brought her for this high good turn fo far? 
Yes, and will Nobly him remunerate. 
ſh. Enter the Emperor, Tamora, Chiron. and Deme« 
trius with the Moor at ene Door. At the other Door Bal- 


ſianus and Lavieiz with other-. 1 


Sat So, Baſſianus, you have plaid your Prize, 
God. give you Joy, 4 of wed por? vn Bride. 

Baſ And ycuof yours. my Lord; I ſay no more, 
Nor wiſh no leſs, and fo l . my leave. 
Sar. Traitor, if Rowe have Law, cr we have Power, 

't hou and thy FzQtion f all repent this Rape. 

Baſ. Rape call you it, my Lord, to feize my own, - 
My true betrothed Love, and now wy Wite? © 7 
But ler the Laws of Rome determine all, wy 
Mean while 1 am poſſeſt of that is mine. | 


: 


- 


Sat. Tis good, Sir; you are very ſhort wich us. 
But it we live, Wer be as ſharp wirh eu. A 

Ba/. My Lord, what I have done, as beſt T may, 
Anſwer 1 muſt, and ſhall do with my Life, © © 
Only thus much 1 give your Grace to know, 
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By all the Duties which I owe to Rome, 
This noble Gentleman. Lord Tirus here, 
ki Opinion and in Honour wrong'd, 
That in the Reſcue of  Loavinis, 
With his own Hand did ſlay his youngeſt Son, 
In Zeal to you, and highly mod to Wrath, 
To be control'd in that he frankly gave; | 
Receive him then to favour, Saturnine. 
That hath bimdelt in all his Deeds, 
A Father and a Friend to thee, and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Baſſianns, leave to plead my Deeds. 
'Tis thou, and thoſe, that have diſnhonour d me 

; Rome and the Righteous Heav'ns be my Judge, 

How have | lov'd and honour'd S ne. 
Tam. My worthy Lord, if ever Tamors 

: Eee 
© Then me ſpeak, . for all; 
7F And at my Suit (Sweet) pardon what is paſt. . 
* Sx. What, Madam be ted openly, 
And baſely put it up without Revenge? 

Tam. Not fo, my bard; the Gods of Rome fore-fcrd 
I ſhould be Author to diſhonour you, 


bur, on mine —— 

For Lord Titus innocence in all; 

Whole Fury not difſembled ſpeaks his Griefs: 
Then at my Suit look graciouſly on him. 

Lote not ſo noble a Friend on vain ' 

Nor wich i@ his gentle Heart 


] 
: 
: 


r Family, 


S$ The Cruel Father, and his Traiterous Sons. 
— To whom I med tor my dear Son's Life 
T S 2 


* 
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And make them know what tis to let a Queen 
Kneel in the Streets, and beg for Grace in vain. —— 
Come, come, ſweet Emperor, come Andronicus — 
Take up this good old Man, and chear the Heart, 
That dies in Tempeſt of thy angry Frown. 
Sat. Riſe,- Titus, — 
Em hath id. | 
"In — — and ber, my Lord, 
Theſe Words, Looks, infuſe new Life in me. 
Tam. Titus, I am incorporate in Rome, 
A Roman now adopted happily: 
And muſt adviſe the Emperor for his good. 
This Day all die, Andronicus 


And tear not, Lords; And you Lavinia, 
By my Advice all humbled on your Kners, 
You ſhall ask Pardon of his Majeſty. 
Lac. We do, 
And vow to Heaven, and to his Highneſs, 
That what we did, was mildly, as we might, 
Tendring our Siſter's Honour and our own. 
Mar. That on mine Honour here I do proteſt. 
Sat. Away, and talk not, ti cuble us no more. 
Tam. Nay, nay, 
Sweet Emperor we mult all be Friends. 
The Tribune and his Nephews kneel for Grace, 
will not be denied, Sweer-heart, look back. 
Sat. Marcus, For thy fake and thy Brother's here, 
And at my lovely Tamora's Intreats, 
I do remit theſe young Mens hainous Faulte. 
Stand up. Lavinia, though you left me like a chur), 
I found a Friend, and ſure as Death I fore, 
I would not part a Batchelor from the Prieft. 
Come, it the Emperor's Court can feaſt two Brides, © 
You are m Lavmis, and your Friends; 
This Day ſhall be a Love-day, Timers 
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Tit 


Tis. To Morrow, and it pleaſe your Majeſty, 
To hunt the —_ wich me, 


With Horn and Hound, we'll give your Grace Bon jour. 
Sar. Be it ſo, Titus, and Gramercy too. [ Exennt. 
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ACT IL. SCENE I. 
SCENE Rome. 


Enter Aaron alone. 


Advanc' Envy's threatning reach; 

As when the golden Sun falutes the 

And having gilt the Ocean with bis 
tack in his gliſtri 


And faſter bound to Aaren's charming Eyes, 
Than is Prometheus ty'd to Cancaſms. | 
828228 mg Weeds, and idle Thoughts, 
| will be bright, and ſhine in Pearl and Gold, 
To wait upon this new made —＋ 
To wait, lid 1? To wanton with this Queen, 
This Goddeſs, this Semiramis, this Queen, 
This Syren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine, 
And ice his Shipwrack, and his Common-weal's. 
Holla, what Storm is this? 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 


Dem. Chiron, thy Years want Wit, thy Wit wants Edge 


And Manners, to intrude where 1 am Grac'd, 
And may, 366? 
| 3 


Chi. 
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Chi. Demetrins, thou doſt over-ween in all, 
And ſo in this, to bear me down with Brave: : 
Tis not the Difference of a Year or two 
Makes me leſi Gracious, or thee more Fortunate; 
am as able, and as fit as thou, 

Thank and to deſerye een Grace, 
that my Sword approve, 
And plead = Paſſion for Levinia's Love. 

Aar. Clubs, Clubs, theſe Lovers will not keep the Peace. 

Dem. Why Boy, although our Mother (unadvis d) 
cing Rapier by your fide, 
to threat 


your Friends ? 


u perceive how much I dare. 
Dr [They Draw. 


++ +> and 
ſuch a Quarrel openly ? 

Full well I wot the ground of a! this Grudge. 

I would not for a Million of Gold, 

The Cauſe were known to them it moſt concern: 
Nor would your noble Mother, for much more, 
Be fo Diſhenoured in the Court of Rome. 


'd — — reſolv'd, A 
t reſt with ongue, 
a nothing dar'ft Say, 
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That for her Love ſuch Quarrels map be broacht, 
Without Controulment, Juſtice, or * 
Young Lords, beware — and ſhould the Empreſs know 
This Diſcord's ground, the Mufick would not pleaſe. 
Chi. I gare not, 1, knew ſhe and all the World, 
I love Lavinia _ than all the World. 
Dem. Y | | 
Learn Any, + ſome better choice, 
Lavmia is thine elder Brother's hope. 
Har. Why are ye mad! Or know ye not in Rome 
How furious and impatient they be | 
And cannot brook Competitors in Love ? 
| tell you Lords, you do but plot your Deaths 
By this deviſe, 
Chi. Aaron, a thouſand Deaths would 1 propoſe, 
To atchieve her whom I do love? | 
Aar. To atchieve her——htow! 
Dem. Why mak ſt thou it fo ſtrange? 
She is a Woman, therefore may be woo'd, 
She is a Woman. therefore may be won, 
She is Lavinia, therefore mult be lov d. 
What Man, more Water glideth by the Mill 
Than wots the Miller of, and ea ſie it is 
Of a cut Laaf to ſteal a Shive we koow : 
Tho Baſſianzs be the Emperor's Brot her, 
Better than he have yet worn Vican's Badge. 
_. 3 ONES may. | 
Dun. why ſhould he deſpair, that knows to conti: 
With Words, fair Looks, and Liberaliry ? 
What haſt thou not full often ſtruck a Doe, 
And born her cleanly by the Keeper's Noſe ? 
Arr. Why then it ſeems ſome certain ſuatch os ſo 
Would ſerve your turns. 
Chi. Ay, ſo the turn were ſerved. 
Dem. Aaron, thou baſt hit it. 
Aar. Would you had hit it too, 
Then ſhould not we be tir'd with this ado: 
Why, hark ye, hark ye——and are you ſuch Fools 
To ſquare for this? Would it offend you then? 
Chi. Faith, not me. | ' 
84 Des 
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Dem. Nor me, fo I were ane. ! i 
— pgs 6 be — 2 Hoop join for that you jar. 
'Tis Pol Stratagem mu 
That — and fo muſt you reſolve, 
That what you cannot as you would atchieve, 
You muſt perforce accompliſh as you may: 
Take this of me, Lacrece was not more 
Than this Lavinia, Baſfianus's Love; | 
A ſpcedier courſe than lingring ſhment 
Muſt we purſue, and I have found the Path. 
My Lords, a ſolemn Hunting is in hand, 
There will the lovely Roman Ladies troop: 
The Foreſt walks are wide and ſpacious, 
And many unfrequented Plots there are, 
Fitted by kind for Rape and Villany: 
ingle you thither then this dainty Dce, 
trike her home by force, if not by words: 
This way, or not at all, ſtand you in hope. 
Come, come, our Empreſs with her ſacred Wit 
To Villany and Vengeance conſecrate, 
We will acquaint with all that we intend, 
And the ſhall file our Engines wich advice, 
That will not ſuffer you to ſquare your ſelves, 
But to your wiſhes heighth advance you both. 
The Emperor's Court is like the Houſe of Fame, 
The Palace full of Tongues of Eyes, of Ears: 
The Woods are ruthleſs, dreadtui, deaf and dull: 
There ſpeak, and ſtrike, brave Boys, and take your turns. 
There ſerve your Luſts, ſhadow'd from Heaven's Eye, 
And revel in Lavinia's Treaſury. | 
Chi. Thy Counſel, Lad, ſmells of no Cowardiſe. 
Dem. Si fas aut nefas, till 1 find the ſtreams 
To cool this Heat; a Charm to calm their Fits, 
Per Styga, per Manes vehor. [Exeant. 
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SCENE I. 4 Fref. 


Enter Titus Andronicus and his three Sons, makimg # 


Tir. The hunt is up, the Morn is bright and gray, 
The Fields are fragrant, and the Woods are green, 
Uncouple here, and let us make a Bay, 

And wake the Emperor and his lovely Bride, 

And rouze the Prince, and ring a Hunter's Pea!, 
That all the Court may Eccho with the Noiſe. 

Sons, let it be , as it is ours, 

To attend the Emperor's Perſon carefully : 

I have been troubled in my Sleep this Night, 

But dawning Day new Comfort hath inſpir d. | 
Wind Horns. Here à cry of Hounds, and wind Horns in a 

Peal: then enter Saturninus, Tamora, Baſſianus, Lwi- 

nia, Chiron, Demetcius, and their Attendants, 

Tir. Many good morrows to your Majeſty, 

Madam, to you as many and as good. 
I promiſed your Grace a Hunter's Pcal. | 

Sat. And you have rung it luſtily, my Lords, 
Somewhat too carly for new married Ladies. 

Baſ. Lavinia, How ſay you? 

Lav. | fay, No» 

I bave been awake two hours and more 
Sat. Come on then, Horſe and Chariots let us have, 


May. I have Dogs, my Lord, 
| rouze the proudeſt Panther in the Chaſe, 
And climb the higheſt Promontory top. 
Tie. And I have Horſe will ww where the Game 
Makes way. and run like Swallows o'er the Plain, 
Dem: Chiron, we hunt not, we, with Horſe nor Hound, 
to pluck a dainty Doe to Ground. [ Exexne. 
Enter Aaron alone. 
Aar. He that had Wit, would think that 1 had none, 
To bury ſo much Gold under a Tree, | 
And never after to inherit it. 
* Let 


＋ 
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Enter Tamora. 


. 
Tam. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look ſt thou (ad, 


When every thing doth make a Gleeful boalt? 

The Birds chaunt melody on every Buſh, 

The Snake lies rolled in the chearful Sun, 

The green Leaves quiver with the cooling Wind, 

And make a chequer'd ſhadow on the Ground 

Uader their fweer ſhade, Aaron, let us fit, 

And whilſt the babling Eccho mocks the Hounds, 

Replying ſhrilly to the well-tun'd Horns, 

As if a double hunt were heard at once, 

Let us fit down and mark their elping noiſe: 

And after conflict ſuch as was ſuppos d 

The wandring Prince and Dido once enjoy d. 

When with a happy ſtorm they were ſurpriz d. 

And curtain'd with a Counſel- keeping Cave, 

We may each wreathed in the others Arms, 

| (Our Paſtimes done) poſſeſs a Golden ſlumber. 
Whilſt Hounds and Horns, and ſweet melodious Birds 


Deſires, 


Vengeance is in my 
Blood and 
Hark, Tamors, Empreſs of oy an 

Which never hopes more Heaven reſts in thee, 
This is the Day of Doom for Baſſas; 


U 
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Philamel muſt loſe her to Day,. 
Sons make Pill of her ling, 
ir H in Baſjans's | 
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Who hith abandoned ber boiy o 


R 

Tam. Sawcy Controller of our private Steps 
Had I the Power that ſome ſay Dian bad, 
Thy Temples ſhould be placed fly | 
With Horns, as was Aﬀeon's, 2 * | 
Should drive upon thy new transformed Limbs, 
9 — —e _ | 
Lav your Patience, gentle Empere 
'Tis thought you have a goodly gitt in Horning, 
rag <p. that your Moor and you 

are fingled forth to try Experiments: 
Feve ſhueld your Husband from his Hounds to Day, 
D 

Baſ. Believe me, Queen, your fwa Cymmerka | 
Dath make your aer of fie Bedy's has, © 8 
Spotted, deteſted and abominable. 5 
Why are you ſequeſtred from all Tan? 0 
Diſmounted from your Snow-white goodly Steed, 
And wanmtred hither to an obſcure 
Accompanied wil a Barbarous Moor, 
li foul defire had not conducted you? | 

Lav. And being imerrapred in your ſport, 
Grear reaſon that ry Noble Lord be rated 


For 


— — 2 
me, ſtruck —— —ͤ— — 


is is a witneſs that I 
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2 Trunk Pillow to our Luſt. 
Tam. But when you have the Honey you deſire, 
Let not this Waſp out-live us both to ſting. 
Chi. I warrant you, Madam, we will make that ſure; 
Come Miſtreſs, now per force we will enjoy 
That nice-preſerved honeſty of yours. 
Lav. O Tamors, thou bear't a Woman's Face 
Tam. I will not hear her ſpeak; away with ber. 
Lav. Sweet Lords, intreat her hear me but a Word- 
Dem. Liſten, fair Madam, let it be your glory 
To ſce her Tears; but be your Heart to them, 
As unrelenting Flints to drops of Rain. | 
Lav. When Cid the Tyger's young ones teach the Dam? 
O do not learn her Wrath, ſhe taught it thee. 
The Milk thou ſuck dſt from her did turn to Marble; 


Yet have | heard, O could 1 find it now, 
The Lion, mov d with Pity, did endure 
To have his Princely Paws pai'd all away. 

Some fay, that Ravens foſter forlora Children, 
The whilſt their own Birds famiſh in their Neſts 


* 
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Be not obdurate, open thy deaf Ears. 
= thou in Perſon ne'er offended me, 
es Yar Boys, I pour'd forth Tears in yain, 


And with own Hands kill me in this Place; 
For tis not Life that I have begg d fo long; 
Poor I was flain when Bafin dy'd. | 
Tam. What ſt thou then? Fond Woman, let me go. 
Lav. "Tis t Death I beg, and one thing more, 
That Womanhood denies my T to tell: 
O keep me from their worſe chan killing Luſt, 
tumble me into ſome loathſom Pit, 
never Man's Eye may behold my Body: 
, and be a charitable Murderer. 
| rob my ſweet Sons of their Fee 


Tirvs AnprRONTCUs. | 42; 


. My fight is very dull, what c'er it bodes. 
Mar. And mine, I promiſe you; were it not for ſhame, 
Well could I leave our Spo:t to fleep a while. 


[Marcus falls into the Pit. 
Quin. What, art thou fallen? 0 | 
+ What fubtle Hole is this, 
Whoſe Mouth is covered with rude growing Briars ? 
Upon wi.ole Leaves are drops of new-ſhed Blood, 
As freſh a+ Morning Dew diſtill d on Flowers? 
A very fatal Place it ſeems to me: 
Speak, Brother. haſt thou hurt thee with the fall? 
Mar. O Brother, 
With the ciimal't Object 
p That ever Eye, with ſig ht, made Heart lament. 

Aar. Now will 1 fetch the King to find them here, 
That he thereby may have a likely gueſs, | 
How theſe were they that made away his Brother. 

[ Exit Aaron 

May. Why doſt not comfort me. and me out, 
From this unhallow'd and blood-ſtained Hole? 

Quin. | am ſurprized with an uncouth fear; 

A kiliing Sweat o'er- runs my trembling Joints ; 
My Heart ſuſpects more than mine Eye can fee. 

Mar. To prove thou haſt 2 true divining Heart, 
Aaron and „look dovyn into the Den, 

And ſee a feartul fight of Blood and Death. 

Quin Aaron is gore, 

And my compaſſionate Heart 
Will not permit mine Eyes once to behold 
The thing whereat it trembles by ſurmiſe 
O tell me how it is; for ne er till nov, 
Was I a Child, to fear I know not what. 

Mar. Lord Baffianus lyes embrewed here, 

All on a heap, like to the ſlaughter d Lamb, wy 
In this deteſted, dark, blood-drinking Pi. 

Quin. It it be dark, how de' thou know tis he ? 

Mar. Upon his bloody Finger he doth wear 
A precious Ring, that — all the Hole: 

Which like a Taper in forme Monument, 
Doch ſline upon the dead Man's earthly Cheeks, 


And 
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| intrails of the Pit. 
did ſhine the Moon on Pyramu,, 
night lay bath d in Maiden - blood. 
me, with thy fainting Hand, . 
ear hath made thee faint, as me it hath, 
Out of this fell | 


n this gaping Hollow of the Earth? 
Mar. The unhappy Son of old Azdronicas, 
Brought hither in a moſt unlucky Hour, 

To find thy Brother dead. 

Sat. My Brother dead? I know thou doſt but 
He and his Lady both are at the Lodge, * 
Upon the North-fide of this pleaſant Chaſe, 

Tis not an hour lince 1 left him there: 
Ve know not where you left him all ali 
But out, alas, here have we fornd him ders 1 


= my Lord, the King ? 
1 Tamora, h iev'd with +24. ** 5 
Tam. Where b why Bee © ? 1 


Sat. Now to the bottom doſt thou ſearch 
murthered. — 


Fringe renne 
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pleaſing ſmiles murderous T . 
q — — Sarurninus @ Letter« 
Andiif we miſs to meet him hand/om'y, 
Baſſianus 


On 

This is the Pit, and this the Elder- tree: 

Look, Sirs, if you can find the Huntſman out, 

That ſhould have murthered Baſſianus here. | 

cious Lord, here is the Bag of Gold. 

Two of thy Whelps, fell Curs. of bloody kind 
fe: [To Twas 


Aar. My gra 
Sat 


torturing : 

Tan. What, are they in this Pit? Oh wondrous thing! 
392 Murder is diſcovered ? * 

i. High Emperor, my feeble Knee, 
I beg * — — Tears — I ghily ſhed, 
That this fell Fault of my accurſed Sons, 
accurſed, if the Faults be prov'd in them 

Sat. If it be prov'd? you ſee it is apparent. 
Who found this Letter, Tamors, was it you? 
Tam. Andronicus himſelt did take it 


426 Tires AnvrkoOnicvs. 


Tam. Andronicus, I will entreat the King, 
Fear not thy Sons, they ſhall do well h. 
Tit. Come, Lucius, come, ſtay not to —_— 
Exeumt. 
cut off, and her Tongue cut out, and raviſh d. 
Dem. So now go tell, and if thy Tongue can ſpeak, 
Who 'twas that cut thy Tongue and ravith'd these. 
Chi. Write down mind, bewray thy meaning fo, 
And, if thy Stumps will let thee, play the Scribe. 
Dem. See how with figns and tokens ſhe can ſcowl. 
Chi. Go home, call for ſweet Water, waſh thy Hands, 
Dem. She hath no Tongue to call, nor Hands to-waſh; 
And ſo let's leave her to her filent Walks. — 
Cbi. And twere my Cauſe, 1 ſhould go hang my felf. 
Dem — CIT Poon. 
Wind Horns. Enter Marcus from Hunting, to Lavinia. 
Mar. Who is this, my Niece, that flies away fo faſt? 
Couſin, a Word, where is your Husband ? 
If I do dream would all my Wealth would wake me; 
If 1 do wake, ſome Planet firike me down, 
That I may ſlumber in eternal Sleep. 
Speak, gentle Niece, what ſtern 
Have lopp'd and hew'd, and made 
Of her two Branches, thoſe ſweet Ornaments, 
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Shall 1 ſpeak for thee ? Shall 1 fay, tis ſo? 

Oh that I knew thy Heart, and knew the Beaſt, 
That I might rail at him to eaſe my mind. 

barrow concealed, like an Oven ftopt, 

Doch burn the Heart to Cinders where it is. 

Fair Philomela, ſhe but loſt her Tongue. 

And in a tedious Sampler ſewed her Mind. 

But lovely Niece, that mean is cut from thee, 

A craftier Terens haſt thou met withall, 

And he hath cut thoſe pretty Fingers off 

That could have better { wed than Philomel. 

Oh bad the Monſter ſeen thoſe Lilly Hands 

Tremble like Aſpen Leaves upon a Lute, 

And make the ſilken Strings delight to kiſs them, 

He would not then have touch'd them for his Lic. 
Or had he heard the heav'nly Harmony, 

Which that ſweet Tongue hath made; 

He would have dropt his Knife and fell aſlcep, 

As Cerberus at the Thracian Poet's feet. 

Come, ler us go, and make thy Father blind, 

For ſuch a fight will blind a Father's Eye. 

One hour's Storm will drown the fragrant Meads, 
What will whole Months of Tears thy Father's Eyes? 
Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee: 

Oh could our Mourning caſe thy Miſery. Een 


ACT I SCENE I. 


Enter the and Senators, with Marcus and Quintus 
bound 1 Stage to the place of Execution, and 
gong 


Tias 
Tu, H me, grave Fathers, noble Tribunes ſtay, 
la dan 


For pity of mine Age, whoſe Youth was ſpent 
Wars, whilſt you ſecurely ſlept: 
For ali my Blood in mes great Quarrel ſhed, 
Fer all the froſty Nights that I have watcht, 
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And for theſe bitter Tears, which now ſee 

Filling the aged wrinkles in my 

Be pitiful to my condemned Sons, 

Whoſe Souls S 
never 


For two and twenty Sons wept, 
Becauſe they died in Honour's — Bed. 


For theſe, Tribunes, in the Duſt I write 
My Heart's deep Languor, and my Soul's fad Tears: 
Let my Tears ſtanch the Earth's dry Appetite, 
My Sans ſweet Blood will make it ſhame and bluſh: 
O Earth! 1 will befricnd thee more with Rain, [Ex. 
That ſhall diſt! from theſe two ancient Ruins, 
Than youthful April ſhall with all her Showers 
In Summer's drought: l' drop upoa thee till, 
In Winter with warm Tears I'll melt the Snow, 
And keep eternal Spring-time on thy Face, 
So thou refuſe to drink my dear Sons Blood. 0 
Enter Lucius with his Sword drawn. I 
Oh Reverend Tribunes! gentle aged Men! 
Unbind my Sons. reverſe the doom of Death, 
And let me {ay (that never wept before) 
My Tears are now prevailing Orators. 
Lac. Oh, Noble Father, you lament in vain, 
The Tribunes hear you not, no Man is by, 
And you recount your Sorrows to a Stone. 
Tit Ah Lucius, for thy Brothers let me plead —— 
Grave Tribunes, once more | intreat of yo 
Lac. My gracious Lord, no Tribune hears you 


Tit. , *cis no matter, Man; if they did hear; 
They 2 


milinge a tk a> RAS 


Vet in ſome ſort they are — the Tribunes, 
For that they will not in my Tale; 
When 1 do weep, they humbly at my Feet 
Receive my Tears, and ſeem to weep with me; 
And were they but attired in grave Weeds, 

Rome could afford no Tribune like to theſe. 
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* 4 ſtone is as ſoſt Wax, 


Tribunes more hard than Stones: 
4 Stone is filent, and offenderh not. 
4nd Tribunes with their Tongues doom Men to death. 
But wherefore ſtandeſt thou with thy Weapon drawn? 
2 
For which attempt, the Judges pronounc' 
| es or — 
Tit. O happy Man, they have befriended thee: 
Why, fooliſh Lucius, doſt thou not perceive, 
That Rome is but a Wilderneſs of Tygers? 
Tygers muſt prey, and Rome affords no prey 
But me and mine; how happy art thou then, 
From theſe Devourers to be baniſhed? 
but who comes with our Brother Marcus here? 
Enter Marcus and Lavinia. 
n 
Or if not fo, thy Noble Heart to break : 
I bring conſuming Sorrow to thine 
Tie. Will it conſume me? Let me fee it then. 


Tis. Faint-hearted Boy, ariſe and look upon her; 
Speak my Lavinia, what acchried Hand 
Hath made thee handleſs in thy Father's fight? 
What Fool hath added Water to the Sea? 
Or brought a Faggot to bright-burning Troy ? 
My Griet was at the heighth betore thou cam'R, 
And now like Nilus it difdaineth bounds: 
Give me a Sword, Ill chop off my Hands too, 
For they have fought for Reme, and all in vain: 
And they have nurs'd this woe; in feeding Life 
In bootleſs Prayer have they been held 
And they have ferv'd me to effetleſs U 
Now all the Service I require of them, 
la, that the one will help ro cut the other: 
'Tis well, Lavinis, that thou haſt no Hands, 
For Hands to do Rome Service are but vain. 


L. Speak, gentle —— . 


% Tirus AnvxoOnzeus 
Mar. O that delightful Engine of her Thoughts, 
hat blab'd them wich ſuch pleaſing Eloquence, 

Is torn from forth that pretty hollow Cage, 
Where like a £ cet melodious Bird it ſung, 
Sweet various Notes inchanting every Ear. 

| Luar Oh lay thou for her, * 

Who ha'h done this Deed? , ___ 
Mar. O thus 1 found her ſtraying in the Park, 

Seeking to hide her ſelf, as doth the Deer 

That hath receiv'd ſome unrecuring Wound. 

Tit. It was my Deer, and he that wounded her 
Hath hurt me more than had he kill'd me dead: 
For now I ſtand, as one upon a Rock, 

Environ'd with a Wilderneſs of Sea. 

bond meats — ooegnd__ 
F.xpeQing ever when ſome envious 

Will in his briniſh Bowels ſwallow bim. 

This way to death my wretched Sans are gone 
Here ſtands my Son, a baniſh'd Man, 

And here my Brother weeping at my Woes. | 

But that which gives my Soul the greateſt ſpurn, E £4 
Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my Soul —— 

Had | but ſeen thy Picture in this plight, 
It would have-madded me. What ſhall I do, 

Now | behold thy lively Body ſo? 

Thou haft no Hands to wipe away thy Tears, 
Nor To to tell me who hath martyr'd thee; 

Thy Husband he is dead, and tor bis Death 
Thy Brothers are concemn'd, and dead by thir. 
Look Marcus, ah Son Lais look on her: 

When I did name her Brothers, then freſh Tears 

Stocd on her Cheeks, as doth the Honey dew, 

Upon a 1 Lilly almoſt witber d. 

Mar. Perchance ſhe weeps becauſe they kill'd her Husband. 

Perchance becauſe ſhe knows him Innocent. 

Tie. If they did kill chy Husband, then be joyful, 

Becauſe the Law hath ta en revenge on them. 

Mo, no they would not do fo foul! a Deed, 
Witneſs the Sorrow that their Siſter makes. 
Gentle Lavmis, let me kiſs thy Lips, 
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; Sends thee this Word, that if thou love thy Sons, 
Or any one of you chop off your Hand, 
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Looking all down 
How they are ſtain d like Meadows yet not dry 
Sen 

in t ountain we . 
'Till the freſh _— — 
And made a Bri 
Or ſhall we 
Or ſhall we 
Paſs the 


— 


That to her Brother which I ſaid to thee. 
His Napkin with his true Tears all bewet, 
Can do no ſervice on ber ſorrowful Checks. 
Oh what a ſympathy of Woe is this! . 
As far from help as Limbo is from Bliſs. A | 
Enter Aaron alone. | 
Aar. Titus Andrenicus, my Lord the Emperor 


Let Marcs, Lucius, or thy felt, old Titus, 


And ſend it to the King; be for the ſame 

Will ſend thee hither both thy Sons alive, 

And that ſhall be the Ranſom for their Fault. 
Tit. Oh gracious Emperor! oh gentle Aavor ! 

Did ever Raven {ing ſo like a Lark, 


* 4 
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t Tydings of the Sun's upriſe? 

Fl fend the E my Hand, 

to chop it off? 

noble Hand of thine, 


* 


Mar. Which of your Hands hath not defended Rome, 
And rear d aloft the bloody Battel-ax, 
Writing Deſtruction on the Enemies Caftle? 
Oh none of both but are of deſert: 
My Hand' hath been but idle, = 
To te mn te - ——wrov{y Death, 
gt 4 


and therefore mine. 
Lav. doin her, 2 

Let me redeem my Brothers both from Death. 
Mar. And for our Father's fake, and Mother's care, 

Now let me ſhew a Brother's love to thee. 

e 

re 
uſe 


= the Ax. 

hicher, Aurum lll deceive them both; 
me thy Hand, — 4 — mine. 
Aav. I that be call'd deceit, I will be honeſt, 


„ Q>0O0MHm9cd4tztzz kiMOUutM -»>Þ»»Mww 


And that you' thy o'or taif ax how pals. | 
[He cuts off Titus Hand, 
Enter Lucius and Marcus again. 


Good Ae ive his Majeſty my Hand: 
Tell im, it was a; Hand that warded him 


11 
8 
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As Jewe's pu . 

And yet dear too, becauſe 1 bought mine own. 
Aar. 1 go, Androngus, and for thy Hand 

Look by and by to haye thy Sons with thee: 


Their Heads 1 mean Oh, how this Villany { Aſide. 
Doth far me with the very thought of it. | 
Let Fools do good. and fair Men call for Grace, 
Aaron will have his Soul black like his Face. [ Exit. 


Tit. O hear! —— | lift this one Hand up to Heav'n, 
And bow this feeble ruin to the Earth, 
If any Power pities wretched Tears, 
To that I call: What, wilt thou knee! with me? 
Do then, dear Heart, for Heav'a ſhall hear our Prayers. 
Or with our ſiglis we'll breath the Welkin dim, 
And ſtain the Sun with Fogs, as ſometime Clouds, 
When they do hug him in their melting Boſoras. 
Mar. Oh. Brother, ſpeak with Poſſibilities, 
And do not break into theſe two Extreams. 
Tit. Is not my Sorrow deep, having no bottom? 
Then be my Paſſions bottomleſs with them. 
Mar. But yet let Reaſon govern thy Lament. 
Tie, If there were Reaſon for theſe Miſeries 
Then into limits coul4 I bind my Woes; 
When Heav'n doth weep, doth not the Earth Ger- flow? 
It the Winds rage, doth not the Sea wax mad, 
Threatring the Welkin with his big-ſwoln Face? 
And wilt thou have a Reaſon for this Coil? 
I am the Sea, hark hoy her Sighs do blow; 
She is the weeping Welkin, I the Earth: 
Then muſt my Sea be moved with her Sighs, 
Then mult my Earth with ber continual Tears 
Become a Deluge, overflow'd and drown'd : 
For why, my Bowels cannot hide her Woes, 
But like a Drunkard muſt I vomit them; 
Then give me leave, for loſers will have leave, 
To eaſe their Stomachs with their bitter Tongues. 


Vol. V. T Euter 
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Enter a Meſſenger with two Heads and a Hand. 
Meſ per —ͤ— ill art thou repay d. 
For that good Hand thou ſent'ſt the Emperor ; 
Here are the Heads of thy two noble Sons, 
And here's thy Hand in ſcorn to thee ſent back; 
Thy Griefs, their Sports, thy Reſolu ion mockt: 
That woe is me to think upon thy Woes, 
More than Remembrance of my Father's Death. [Exiz, 
Mar. Now let hot Dua cool in Sicily, 
And be Heart an ever-burning ticll; 
Theſe Miſeries are more than may be born. 
To weep with them that weep. doth eaſe ſome deal, 
But Sorrow flouted at is double Death. 
Luc. Ah that this fight ſhould make ſo deep a Wound, 
And yet deteſted Lite not ſhrink thereat; 
That ever Death ſhould let Life bear his Name, 
Where Life hath no more Intereſt but to breathe. 
Mar. Alas, poor Heart, that Kiſs is comfortleſs, 
As frozen Water to a ſtarved Snake. 
Tit. When will this fearful lumter have an end? 
Mar. Now farewel Flattery, die Andronicus, 
Thou doſt not flumber, ſee thy two Sons Heads, 
Thy warläke Hand, thy mangled Daughter here; 
Thy ether baniſh'd Son with this dear Sight 
Struck pale and bloodleſs, and thy Brother I, 
Even like a tony l cold and numb. 
Ah now no more will I controul my Griefs, 
Rend off thy Silver Hair, thy other Hand 
Gnawing with thy Teeth, and be this diſmal fight 
The up-of our moſt wretched Eyes ; 
Now is a time to ſtorm, why art thou till ? 
Tit. Fa ha, ba. 
Mar. Why doſt thou laugh? it fits not with this Hour, 
Tit. Why I have not another Tear to ſhed; 
— this Sorrow is an Enemy. 
would uſurp my watry E 
And make them blind with Tributa,y * Tears, 
Then which way ſhall I find Revenges Cave? 
theſe two Heads do ſeem to ſpeak to me, 
me, I ſhall never come to Blif, 
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"Til all theſe Miſchiefs be return'd again, 

tren in their Throats that have committed them. 

Come let me fee what Task | have to do — 

You heavy People circle me abour. 

That I may turn me to each one of you. 

—_—  —_ 

The Vow is made, come Brother take a Head, 

And in this Hand the other will I bear, 

Lavinia, thou ſhalt be employ'd in theſe thing: 

Bear thou my Hand, ſweet Wench, between thy Tecth ; 

As for thee, Boy, go get thee from my fight, 

Thou art an Exile, and thou muſt not ſtay. 

Hie to the Gochs, and raiſe an Army there, 

And if you love me, as I think you do, 

Let's kiſs and part, for we have much to do. Exeunt. 
Manet Lucius. 

Lac. Farewel Audronicus my noble Father, 

The wotul' Man that ever liv'd in Rome; 

Farewel, proud Rome, till Lucia come again, 

He leaves his Pledges dearer than his Lite; 

Farewel Lauma, my noble Sifter, 

0 would thou wert as thon to fore haſt been, 

but now, nor Lucius nor Lavinia lives > 

but in Oblivion and hateful Griefs; 

If Lucius live, he will requite your Wrongs, 


A Banquet. Enter Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and the Boy. 
Tit. So. fo, now fit, and look you eat no more 
Than will preſerve juſt ſo much Strength in us, 

As will revenge bitter Woes of ours. 

unknit that Sorrow-wreathen knot ; 

|, poor Creatures, want our Hands 
ionate our ten-told Grief, 
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Then thus I thump it down. | 
Thou Map of Wo, thet thus doſt talk in Signs, 
Whea thy poor Heart beats with outragious beating, 
Thou canſt not ſtrike it thus to make it till; 
Wound it with Singing Girl, kill ic with Groans; 
2 ſome _ Knife between thy Teeth, _ 
& thy Heart make # a hole, 
Thar al the Tears that thy poor _—_ 
May run into that Sink, and ſoaki 
Drown the lamenting Fool in Sea- ie 1 Tears. 
Mar. Pie, Brother, fie, teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent Hands upon her tender Life. 
Tit. How now! Has Sorrow made thee doat already ? 
Why, Marcus, no Man ſhould be mad but I; 
What violent Hands can ſhe lay on her Life? | 
Ah, wherefore doſt thou urge the name of Hands. 
To bid Zneas tell the Tale twice ver, | 
How Troy was burnt, and he made miſerable? 
O handle not the Theam, no talk of Hands, | 
Left we remember ſtill that we have none. | 
Fie, fie, how Frantickly 1 ſquare my Talk, | 
As if we ſhould forget we had no Hands, 4 
If Marcus did not name the word of Hands? 
Come, let's fall to, and gentle Girl eat this, 
Here is no Drink: Hark, Marcus, what ſhe ſays, 
can interpret all her martyr'd Signs, | 
She ſays, drinks no other Drink but Tears, 
Brew'd with her Sorrows, me ſu d upon her Cheeks. 
r plaint — O 1 will learn thy Thought. ; 
thy dumb Action will | be as perfect | 
As begging Hermits in their holy Prayers. 
Thou ſhall not figh, nor hold thy Stumps to Heav'n, 
Nor wink, nor nod, nor knecl, nor make a Sign, 
But I, of theſe, will wreſt an Alphabet, 1 
And by ſtill Practice, learn to know thy Meaning. 
Bey. Good Grandfire leave theſc bites deep Laments; 
Make my Aunt , with ſome 1 Tale. 
Mar. Alas the ten Boy. in P 
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Doth weep to ſee bis Grandfire's heavineſs. 
a. Peace tender Sapling, thou art . 
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And Tears will quickly melt thy Life away. 
— 1 {Marcus ikes the Daſh with 4 Knife. 
What doſt thou ſtrike at, Marcus, with thy Knife ? 
Mar. At that that I have kill'd, my Lord, a Fly. 
Tit. Out on thee, Murderer; thou kill'ſt my Heart, 
Mine Eyes are cloy d with view of Tyranny: 
A deed of Death done on the Innocent 
Becomes not Titus Brother? get thee gone, 
] ſe thou art not for my Company. 
Mar. Alas, my Lord, I have but kill'd a Fly. 
Tit, But? ---- how if that Fly had a Father and Mother? 
How would he hang his dender gilded Wings, 
And buz lamenting doings in the Air? 
Poor harmleſs Fly, 
That with his pretty buzzing Melody, 
Came here to make us merry, 
And thou haſt kill'd him. 
Mar. Pardon me, Sir, 
It was a black ill-favour'd Fly, 
Like to the Empreſs Moor, therefore I kill'd him. 
Tit. O, O, O, 
Then pardon me for hending thce, 
For thou haſt done a ritable Deed ; 
Give me thy Knite, I will inſult oa him, 
Flattering my (elf, as if it were the Moor, 
Come hither purpoſely to poiſon me. 
There's for thy ſelf, and that's for Tamora: Ah Sirra ? 
Yet I think we are not brought ſo low, 
But that berween us, we can kill a Fly, 
That comes in likeneſs of a Cole-black Moor. 
Mar. Alas poor Man, Grief has ſo wrought on him, 
He takes falſe Shadows for true Subſtances. 
Come, take away; Lavinia, go with me, 
In to thy Cloſet, and go w with the 


Sad Stories, chanced in the times of old. 


Come, Boy, and go with me, thy Sight is | 
And thou Aal 4 A... my, 
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read when mine begins to dazle. | ka- 
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ACT W. SCENE ,. 


Enter young Lucius and Lavinia ramning after bim, and the 
Bey flies from her, with his Books under his Arm. Buy 
Titus and Marcus. 

LI1Eyp, Grand-fire, , my Aunt Lavinia 
— 1 Follows me A I know not why. 
Good Uncle Marcus, ſee how ſwift ſhe comes: 

Alas, fiveet Aunt, | know not what you mean. 

Mar. Stand by me, Lucius, do not fear thy Aunt, | 

Tit. She loves thee, Boy, tuo well to do thee harm, 

Boy. Ay, when my Father was in Rome the did. 

Mar. What means my Neece Lavinia by theſe Signs? 

Tit. Fear thou not, Lucius, fornewhat doth ſhe mean: 
See Lucius, fee, how much ſhe makes of thee: 

Some whither would ſhe have thee go with ber. 

Ah, Boy, Cornelia never with more care 

Read to her Sons, than the hath read to thee, 

Sweet Poetry, and Tully's Oratory : 

Can ſt thou not gueſs wherefore ſhe plies thee thus? 

My Lord, I know not I, nor can l 

Unleis ſome Fit or Frenzie do poſſeſs her: 

For | have heard my Grand-fire ſay full oft, 

Extremity of Grief would make Men mad. 

And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy 

Ran mad through Sorrow, that made me to fear; 

Although my Lord, I know my noble Aunt 

Loves me as dear as cer my Mother did, 

And would not, but in fury, fright my Youth, 

Which made me down to throw my Books, and flic 

Cauſcleſs perhaps; but pardon me, ſweet Aunt, 

And, m. if my Uncle Marcus go, 

will moſt willingly attend your Lady ſhip. 

Mar. Lucius, I will. 

Ti How now, Lavinia? Marcus, what means this? 

Some Book there is that ſhe defires to ſee. 
hich is it, Girl, of theſe? __ Boy, 

But thou art deeper read, and $kill'd, 


Come 


a 
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Come and make choice of all my Library, 
a0 begs thy Sorrow, till vs Heav'ns 
Reveal the danm'd Contriver of this decd 
What Book ? 
Why lifts ſhe up her Arms in ce thus? 
Mar. I think ſhe means that there was more than one 
Confederate in the Fact. Ay, more there was: 
Heav'n ſhe heaves them, to revenge. 
Lain, wha: Book is that ſhe toſſes ſo ? 
Bey. Grand-fire, tis Ovid's Meramor; hoſis, 
4 me. 
For of her that's gone, 
ſhe cull'd it from among the reſt. 
Soft! ſet how bufily ſhe turns the Leaves! 
ber: V/hat would the find? Lavinxa, \hall I read? 
is the tragick Tale of Philome', 
treats of Terens Treaſon and his Rape; 
— I fear, was root of thine aanoy. 
See, Brother, ſee, note how ſhe quotes the Leaves, 
. Lavinia, wert thou thus ſurpriz d, ſweet Gir!, 
ong'd, as Philomela was, 
in the ruthlels, vaſt, and gloowy Woods? 
See, fee; Ay, ſuch a Place there is, where we did hunt, 
O had we never never hunted there) 
Pattern'd by that the Poet here deſcribes, 
ture made for Murders and for Rapes. 
Mar. O why ſhould Nature build ſo foul a Den, 
Unleſs the delight in Tragedies? 
Ti. Give Signs, ſweet Girl, for here are none but Friends, 
What Roman Lord it was durſt do the Deed; 
Or flunk not Saturnine as Tarquin erſt, 
That left the Camp to fin in Lucrece Bed? 
Mar. Sit down, Greet Neice; Brother, fit down by me, 
Apollo, Pallas Fore, or Mercury 
lalpire me, that I may this Treaſon find. 
My Lord, look here; look here Lavinia. 
He writes his Name with his Staff, and guides is with bis 
Feet and Month, | 

This andy Plot is plain; guide, if thou canſt, 
; T4 
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This after me, when 1 have writ my Name, 
Without the help of any Hand at all. ” 
Curſt be that Heart ther forc'd us to this ſhift?! 


Write thou, good Neice, and here diſplay at lat, 


What God will have diſcover'd for Revenge; 


Beav'n guide thy Pen, to print thy Sorrews plain, 
That we may know the Traitors, and the Truth. 
She takes the Staff in her Month, and guides it with bn 


Stumps and Writes. 


Tit. Oh do you read, my Lord, what ſhe hath writ 


Stuprum, Chiron, Demetrius. 


Mar. What, what! —— the luſtful Sons of Tamots, 


Performers of this hateful bloody deed ? 
Tit. Magni Dominator Poli, 

Tam lentus audis ſcelera! tam lentus vides! 
May. Oh calm thee, 

There is enc ugh written upon this Earth, 

To ſtir a Mutiny in the mildeſt Thoughts, 

And arm the minds of Infants to Exclaims. 

My Lord, kneel down with me: Lavinia kneel, 

And knee], fweer Boy, the Roman Hedbr's hope, 

Ind ſwear with me, as with the woful Peer, 

And Father of that chaſt diſhonoured Dame, 

Lord Junius Brutus {ware for Lucrere Rape, 

That we will proſecute (by good Advice) 

Mortal revenge upon theſe traiterous Gorhs, 

Ard ſee their Blood, or die with this Reproach. 
Tit. Tis ſure enough, and you knew how. 
But if you hurt theſe Bear-whelps, then beware, 
The Dam will wake, and if ſhe wind you once, 

She's with the Lion deeply ſtill in League. 

Ard lulls him whilſt ſhe playeth on her Back, 
And when he flceps will ſhe do what ſhe lift. 
You are a young Huntſman, Marcus, let it alone; 
And come, I will go get a leaf of Braſs, 


And with a Gad of Steel will write theſe Words, 


And lay it by; the angry Northern Wind 
Will blow theſe Sands like Sys leaves abroad, 


And wtere's your Leſſon then? Boy, what ſay you! 


gentle Lord; alrhougly I know 
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| 1 fay, my Lord, that if I were a Man, 
4 UL I, L chamber ſhould not be ſafe, 


For theſe bad Bond-men to the Yoak of Rome. 
Mar. Ay, that's my Boy, thy Father hath full oft 
For this ful Country done the like. 
Bey. And, VUacle, fo will 1, and if I live. _ 
Tit. Come, go with me into mine Armory, 
Lein I'll fir thee, and. withal, my Boy 
Shall carry from me to the Empreſs Sons, 
Preſents that I intend to ſend them both. 
Come, come, thou'lt do my Meſſige, wilt thou not? 

1 Ay, with my er in their Boſom, Grandfire. 

it. No, Boy, not fo, I'll teach thee another Courſe. 
Lavinia, come; Marcus, look to my Houſe, 
Lucizs and 1'll go brave it at the Court, 
Ay, "marry will we, Sir, and we'll be waited on. [ Exeunt. 

Mar. © Heav'ns, can you hear a ou Man groan, 

And not relent, or not compaſſion him? 

Marcus attend him in his Extaſie, 

That hath more Scars of Sorrow in his Heart, 

Than Foe mens Marks upon his batter d Shield, 

But yet ſo juſt, that he will not revenge, 

Revenge the Heav'ns for old And -unic u. [ Exit. 
Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius at one Door: And at 
another Door young Lucius and another, with a bundle of 

Weapons, and Verſes writ upon them. 

Chi. Demetrius, here's the Son of Lucius, 

He hath ſome Meſſage to deliver us. 
Aar. Ay, ſome mad Meſſige from his mad Grandfather. 
Boy. My Lords, with all the humblenefs 1 may, 

I greet your Honours from Andronica., 

And pray the Roman Gods confound you both. 

Dem. Gramercy lovely Lacizs, what's the News ? 

Boy. For Villains mark'd with Rape. May it pleaſe you, 
My Grandſire well advis'd hath ſent by me, , _ 
goodlieſt Wedpons of his Armory, | 
To gratiſie your honourable Youth, 

The hope of Rome, for ſo he bad me ſay: 
And fo 1 do, and with his Gifts preſent 
Your Lordſhips, whenever you have need, 
Ts = You 
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You be armed and | 

And leave you both, like bloody Villains. 

1 Aa—_ here, a Scrole, and written romd 
8 
Kenn 
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Here's no ſound jeſt, th' old Man hath found their Guilt, 


ſends the Weapons wrap d about with Lines, 
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did you fee Aaron the Moor ? 
Aar. Well, more or leſs, or nc'er a whit at all, 
Hece Aren is, and what with Aren now? 
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With all bis Band of Typen Brood, 
Nor Alcides, nor the God of War, 
Shall ſeize this Prey out of his Farher's Hands; 
What, what, ye ſanguine ſhallow-hearted Boys, 
Ye white limb'd Walls, ye Alehouſe painted Signs, 
Coal-black is better than another hue, 
In that it ſcorus to bear another hue: 
Far all the Water in the Ocean 
C1n never turn the Swan's black Legs to white, 
Although ſhe lave them hourly in the Flood. 
Tell the Empreſs from me, 1 am of Age 
To keep mine own, excuſe it how ſhe cao. 
Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble Miſtreſs thus? 
Aar. My Miſtreſs is my Miſtreſs; this, my ſelt, 
The Vigour, and the Picture of my Youth: 
This, before all the World do | prefer, 
This, maugre all the World, will I keep ſaſe, 
Or ſome of you ſhall ſmoke for it in Rome. 
Dem. By this our Mother is for ever ſham'd. 
Chi. Rome will deſpiſe her for this foul Eſcape. 
Nur. The Emperor in his rage will doom her Death. 
Chi. I bluſh to think upon this Ignominy. x 
Aar. Why there's the privilege your Beauty bears: 
Fie treacherous hue. that will betray with bluſhing 
The cloſe Enacts and Counſels of the Heart: 
Here's a young Lad fram'd of another leer, 
Look how the black Slave ſmiles upon the Father; 
as who ſhould ſay, old Lad I am thine own. 
He is your Brother, Lords; ſenfibly fed 
Of that ſelt· blood that firſt gave Lite to you, 
And from that Womb where you impriſoned were 
He is infranchiſed and come to light: | 
Nay, he is ycur Brother by the ſurer fide, 
Alrkougl my Seal be ſtamped in his Face. 
Nan. Aarcn. what ſhall 1 ſay unto the Empreſs ? 
Dem. Adviſe thee, Aaron, what is to be done, 
And we will all ſubſcribe to thy advice: 
Save thou the Child, ſo we may all be ſaſe. 
Aar. Then fit we down, and let us all conſult, 
My Son and I will have the wind of you: 


- 


Keep 
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| Keep there, now talk at pleaſure of your ſafety. 


Dem. How many Women faw this Child of his? 
Aar. Why fo, brave Lords, when we all join in league, 
1 am a Lamb; but if you brave the Moor, | 
The chafed Boar, the Mountain Lioneſs, 
The Ocean ſwells not fo as Aaron ftorm: : 
But ay again, how many ſaw the Child? 
Nur. Cornelia the Midwife, and my felf. 
And none elſe but the delivered Empreſs. 
Har. The Empreſs, the Midwife, and your ſelf —— 
Two may keep Counſel, when the third's away: 
Go to the Empreſs, tell her, this 1 faid----- He bills her. 
Week, week, fo cries x Pig prepar d to th' Spit. 
Dem. What mean' thou, Aaron? 
Wherefore didſt thou this? 
Har. O Lord. Sir, tis a deed of Policy: 
Shall ſhe live to betray this Guilt of ours? 
A long- tongu d babling Gefſip? No, Lords, no. 
And now be it known to you my full intent: 
Not far, one Mulitens lives, my Country man, 
His Wife but yeſternight was brought to Bcd, 
His Child is like to her, fair as you are: 
Go pack with him, and give the Mother Gold, 
And tell them both the circumſtance of all, 
And how by this their Child ſhall be advanc'd, 
And be received for the Emperor's Heir, 
And ſubſtitu ed in the place of mine, 
To cal n this Tempeſt whirling in the Court, 
And let the Emperor dandle him for his own. 
Hark ye, Lords. ye fee I have given her Phyfick, 
And you muſt needs beſtow her Funeral, 
The Fields are near, and you are Gallant Grooms: 
This done, ſee that you take no longer Days, 
But (end the Midwite preſently to me. 
The Midwite and the Nurſe well made away, 
Then let the Ladies rattle what they pleaſe. _ 
Chi. Aaron, | ſee thou wilt not truſt the Air with Secrets. 
Dem. For this care of Tamora, 
Her {elf and hers are highly bound to thee, [ Exexnt. 
| Aar. 
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No to the Goths, as ſwiſt as Swallow flies, 
to di ths Treaſure in my Arms, | 
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Enter Titu young Lucius. and other 
wen with Bows. and Titus bears the Arrows with Letters on 
Tis. Come, Marcus, 

Sir Boy, now let 

Look ye draw ho 

Terras Aflraa reliqui 

She's gone, 

You, Couſins, the Ocean. 

And caſt your , you may ficd her in the Sea, 

Yet there's as little Juſtice as at Land — 


Publius and Sempronus, you muſt do it, 

you muſt dig with Mattock and with Spade, 
pierce the inmoſt Center of the Earth: 
when you come to Plato's Region, 

you to deliver him this Petition, 

im it is for Juſtice, and for Aid. 

it comes from old 4udronica.. 

with Sorrows in ungrateful Re 
7 wm l ms thee miſerable, 
w the. Suffrages 

that thus doth pa ns o'er me. 

ou gone, and pray be careful all. 

ou not a Man of War unſearch d, 
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1 rt Sir ihe Court, 


Red ek Roald ied nt ter the Paired ve: 
She laugh d, and told the Moor he ſhould not chuſe 
442 1 preſent. 
Tit, Why there it give your 
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Clow. Who? the Gibbet. —4 he ſays that hath taken 


them down again, for the Man muſt not be hang'd till 
the next Week. 

Tie. Tut, what fays Fupiter, I ask thee ? 

Clem Alas, Sir,! 2 not Fupiter, 

I never drank with bim in all my Life. 

Tit. Why Villain, art not thou the Carrier ? 

 Clow. Ay, of my Pigeons, Sir, nothing elſe. 

Tie. Why, didſt hon not come from Heav'n ? 

Clow. — Heav'n? Alas, Sir, I never came there. 
God forbid 1 ſhould be fo bold to pres into Heay'n in 
my Hays. Why l am with my Pigeons to 

the Tribuns ribunal Plebs, to take DE nr of — 
my Uncle and ore of the Emperials Men 

Mar. Why, Sir, that is as fit as can be to ſerve for your 
Oration, and let him deliver the Pigeons to the Emperor 


Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an Oration to the Empe- 
ror with a Grace? 
Clow. Nay, truly, Sir, I could never ſay Grace in all 
my Life, 
_—_—_ Sirrah, come 8 

give your Pigeons to the Emperor. 
— 3 ſhalt have Juſtice ax his Hands. 
mean while here's Mony for th 2 

Give me a Pen and lux. N : 
Sirrah, can you with a Grace deliver a Supplication ? 

Clow. Ay, Sir, 


Tit. 


th 
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Tit. Then here is a ion for you: and when 
come to him, at the firſt approach you muſt kneel, then ki 
his Foot, then deliver up your Pigeous, and then look tor your 
Reward. I'll be at hand, Sir, fee you do it bravely. 

Clow. I warrant you, Sir, let me alone. 

Ii. Sirrah, haſt thou a Knife? Come, let me fee it. 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the Oration, | 
For thou haſt made it like an humble Suppliant, 
And when thou haſt given it the Emperor, 

Knock at my Door, and tell me what he fays. 

Clow. God be with you, Sir, 1 will. 

. Come, Marci, let us go, Publius follow me. 

| 4 
Enter Emperor and Empreſs, and her two Sons ; the Emperor 
brings the Arrows in his Hand that Titus 

Sat. Why Lords, what Wrongs are theſe ? was ever ſeen 
An Emperor of Rome thus over-born, | 
Troubled, confronted thus, and for the extent 
Of equal Juſtice, us d in ſuch Contempt? 

My Lords, you know, as do the mighttul G 
(However the diſturbers of our Peace | 
Bux in the Peoples Ears) there nought hath paſt, 
But even with Law z2gainſt the wiltul Sons 
Of old Andronicus. And what and it 

His Sorrows have ſo over-whelm'd his Wits, 
Shall we be thus aMiRed in bis wreaks, 

His fits, his frenſie, and his bitterneſs ? 

And now he writes to Heav'n for his redreſs. 
See, here's to Fove, and this to Mereroy, 

This to Apollo, this to the God of War: 

Sweet Scrowls to fly about the Streets of Rome. 
What's this but Libelling againſt the Senate, 
And blaz ning our Injuſtice every where? 

A goodly humour, is it not, my Lords? 

As who would fay, in Rome no Juſtice were. 
But if I live, his igned Extaſies 

Shall be no ſhelter to theſe Ovtrages: 

But he and his ſhall know, that Juſtice lives 
In Saturninus health, whom, it ſleep, 
He'll ſo awake, as ſhe in fury ſhall 
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Cut off the proudeſt Conſpirator that lives. 

Tam. 8 Lord, my lovely Saturnin t, 
Lord of my Life, Commander of my Though: 
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Tirws Age, 

Th' effects of Sorrow for his valiant Sons. 

Whoſe loſs hath pierc'd him deep. and ſcarr d his Heart; 
And rather comfort his diſtreſſed plight, 

Than proſecute the meaneſt or the beſt, 

For theſe ( —— Why thus it ſhall become 
High witted Tamors, to gloſe with al]: 

But Tits, I have touch'd thee to the quick, 

Thy Lite-blood on't: If Aaron now be wiſe, 

Then is all ſafe, the Anchor's in the Port. [Aid 
Enter Clown. 
now, good Fellow, wouldſt thou ſpeak with us? 
forſooth, and your Miſterſhip be Emperial. 

- Empreſs I am, but yonder fits the Emperor. 

Clow. Ti he: God and St. Stephen give you good-e'en, 
I bave brought you a Letter and a couple Pigeons here. 


SHIT 


I know 
May th: 
That Murther of our Brother, 
Have means been butcher'd wrongtully ? 
Go, Villain hither by the Hair, 
Nor nor Honour ſhall ſhape Privilege. 
For mock [I'll be thy Slaughter-man ; 
Sly frantick Wretch, that holy'ſt to make me great, 
In thy ſelf ſhould govern Rome and me. 

Euter Nuntius Amilius. 


with thee, Emilius? 
5 y Lords, Rome never had more cauſe; 
The Goths have gather d head, and with a Power 


r 
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Who threats in courſe of his revenge to do 
As much as ever Coriolanas did. 

Sar. rr 
Theſe Ty dings nip me, and l 
1 roſt, — — 


Ay, now in our Sorrows to 
I he the mmon 


y. 
And have wiſh'd that Lucius were their Emperor. 
Tee wh ſhould you fear? Is not our City ftrong ? 
Sat. Ay, but the Citizens favour Lain, 
And will rover og me, to ſuccour him. 
Tam. King, be thy Thoughts i 
I; the Sun dim'd, that Gnats do 
The Eagle ſuffers little Birds to fing, 
And care 


18 
* 
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Sat. ZEmilins, do this Meſſage honourably, 

And if he ſtand on Hoſtage for his ſafety, 

Bid him demand what Ple: wilt pleas him ben 
Emil. Your bidding do effectually. Exit. 
Tam. Now will I to that old Andenicnus, 

And temper him with all the Art I have, 

To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths. 

And now, ſweet Emperor, be blith again, 

And bury all thy Fear in my Devices. 
. Then go deiii and plea for me. [ Exit- 


* 8 


— — — 


ACT v. SCENE L 
SCENE A Camp. 

Enter Lucius with Goths, with Drum and Soldiers. 

Luc. Nr faithful Friends, 

7 have —— 
fignifie hat hate they bear their Emperor, 
7 
Therefore, great Lords be 46 your Ties one. 
Imperious and impatient of your Wronegs, 

And wherein Rome hath done you any ſcathe, 
Let him make treble Satisfaction. 

Goth. Brave ſprung from the great Andronicus, 
wh dC — 
Whoſe high Exploits, and Honoucable Deeds. 
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul Contempt. 


Be bold in us, we follow where thou lead'ſt: 
Like ſtinging Bees in hotteſt Summer's Day, 


Led by their Maſter to the flower d Fields, | 
Ang be arc b. curſed Tar, , 
as he faith, fo ſay we all with him. 


Te. I humbly thank him, and 1 thank you all. 
Burke reer | | 


Goth. Renowned Lacs, from our Troops | ſtraid 
To gaze upon a ruinous Monaſtery, * 100 
And as | carneſtly did fix mine Eye 
_ waſted Building, ſuddenly 
I s Child cry underneath a Wall; 

I made unto the Noiſe, when ſoon | heard, 

The crying Babe controul'd with this Diſcourſe : 
Peace, Tawny Slave, half me, and half thy Dam, 
Did not thy Hue bewray whoſe Brat thou art, 

Had Nature lent thee but thy Mother's Look, 
Villain, thou might'ſt have been an Emperor: 

But where the Bull and Cow are both Milk-whice, 
They never do beget a Cole-black Calf; 

Peace, Villain, Peace, (even thus he rates the Babe) 
For I muſt bear thee to a truſty Goch, | 

Who when he knows thou art the Empreſs Babe, 

Will hold thee dearly for thy Mother's fake. 

With this, my Weapon drawn I ruſh'd upon him, 

Surpriz'd him ſuddenly; and brought him hither, 

To uſe, as you think needful of rhe Man. 
Luc. O worthy Goth, this. is the imcarnate Devil, 

—— robb'd Andronicus of his good Hand; 
is is the Pearl that p leas d E 's 

And here's the baſe Fruit of a Lat. 

Say, wall- ey d Slave, whirher would thou 

This growing Image of thy Fiend-like Face? | 

Why doſt not ſpeak ? what dent? no! Not a Word? 

Halter, Soldiers hang him on this Tree, 

And by his fide his Fruit of Baſtardy. | 
Aar. Touch not the Boy, he'is of Royal Blood: 
Luc. Too like the Syte for ever being 

Firſt hang the Child, — 2 

A ſight to vex the Father's Soul withal. 

Aar. Get me a Ladder, Lucius, fave the Child, 
And bear it from me to the Empreſs; | 
If thou do this, I'll ſhew thee wondrous things, 
That highly may advantage thee tc hear; 

It thuu wik not, befall what may betall, 
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. Why ſhe was waſh'd, and cut. and trimm'd; 
trim ſport for them that had the doing of it. 


Z 
Þ 


Lac. Oh barbarops beaftly Villains like thy felt ! 
Ae. lndeed, 1 was their Tutor to inſtruct them; 
That codding Spirit had they from their Mother, 
As fure a Card, as ever won the Ser ; 
That i 

As 

Well, 

train 

Where the 

] wrote the Letter 

And hid t 

Conſederate 

And what 

1 the 

I plaid t 

2 

And al moſt 

me 


fi 


And for my Tidi ve me twenty Kiſles. 
Goth. can thew thy alt chis. and never dhuid? 
Aar. Ay, like a black , as the ſaying is, 
Luc. Art thou not ſorry for theſe hainous Deeds? 
Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thouſand more. 
Even now | curſe the Day, and yet I think 
Few come within the Compaſs ot my Curſe, 
Wherein 1 did not ſome notorious Ill. 
As kill a Man, or elſe deviſe his Death, 
Rwiſh a Maid, or plot the way to do it, 
Accuſe ſorne Innocent, and forſwear my ſelf, 
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And bid the Owners them with their Tears; 
Oft have I digg d up Men from their Graves, 
And ſet them upright at their dear Friends Doors, 
Even when their Sorrow almoſt was forgot, 
And on their Skins, as on the Bark of Trees, 
Have with my Knife carved in Roman Letters, 
Let not your Sorrow die, though I am Dead. 
Tut, I have done a thcuſand dreadful things, 
As willingly as one would kill a Fly, 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 
But that I cannot do ten thouſand more. | 
Luc. ring Gay 1 for he muſt not die 
So ſweet a as Hanging preſently. 
Aar. If there be Devils. TI were « Devil, 
To live and burn in everlaſting Fire, | 
So I might have your Company in Hell, 
But to torment you-with my bitter Tongue. 
Lac. Sirs, ſtop his Mouth, and let him ſpeak no more, 
Goth. My Lord, there is a Meſſenger from Rome 
Defires to be admitted to your Preſence. 
Luc. Let him come near 
Welcome, WEmzlins, what's the News from Rome? 
Emi. Lord Lacixs, and you Princes of the Goths, 
The Reman Emperor greets you all by me, 
And, for he underſtands you are in Arms, 
He craves a Parley at your Father's Houſe, 
Willing you to demard your Hoſtages. 
And they ſhall be immediately delivered. 
Goth. What ſays our General ? 
Luc. Amilins, let the Emperor give his Pledges 
Unto my Father, and my Uacle Marcus, 
And we will come: March away. [ Exennt. 


SCENE U. Titus“ Palace in Rome. 


Enter Tamora, Chiron and Demetrius, Diſguii d. 


Tam. Thus in theſe ſtrange and {ad Habilimente, 
1 will encounter with Andronics, 2 


Tra TFK 


. — 


Fres gers rss r ty 


n n % ͤ , ]ĩÄt 
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„Im Revenge ſent from below, 
Wong. lick kim, and right bis heinous Wrong: 


Plots of dire 

come to } 
—— 
Tit. Who doth moleſt my Contemplation? 
h it your trick to make me ope the Door, 
That ſo my ſad Decrees may fly away, 


And all my Study be to no eſſect? 
| You are deceiy'd, for what I mean to do, 


8 


If thou didſt know me, thou would ſt talk with me. 
am not mad, I know thee well enough, 
= — 5 Stump, 


II 


7 
YH 


E. 


F 
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And art thou ſent to me, 


| 


and Murder ſtands, W 
thou art Revenge, kh 
iot Wheels, . 

VV 

C 

Fi 

B 

A 

I 

| 8 

| | 

x 


What cer 1 forge to feed his brain-fick Fits, 
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tee here he comes, and I muſt play my Theam. 
* Euter Titus. 


Þ Lang re 


| Well are 
Could not all Hell 


Dem. Shew me a Murtherer, Ill deal with him. 
Chi. Shew me a Villain that hath done a Rape, 
Aud I am ſent to be reveng'd on him. 
' Tam. Shew mea Thouſand that have done thee wrong, 
| And 1 will be revenged on them all. 
m. Look round about the wicked Streets of Rome, 
And when thou find'ſt a Man that's like thy ſelf, 
Good Murder ſtab him, he's a Murderer. 
e, Co thou with him, and when it is thy hap 
Jo find another that is like to thee, 
Good Rapine ſtab him, he is a Raviſher. 
Go thou with them, and in the Emperor's Court 
There is a Queen attended by a Moor; 
Wall may'ſt thou know her by thy own proportion, 
7 For up and down ſhe doth reſemble thee ; 
thee do on them ſome violent Death, 
have been violent ro me and mine. 
Tam. Well haſt thou Leſſon d us; this ſhall we do. 
But would it pleaſe thee, good Andronicus, 
To ſend for Lucius thy thrice valiant Son, 
Who leads towards Rome a Band of Warlike Goths, 
And bid him come and Banquet at thy Houſe. 
When he is here, even at thy ſolemn Feaſt, 
I will bring in the Empreſs and her Sons; 


— 1 — and all thy Foes, 
Se Aud Mercy hell they Roop and kacel, 
2 
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And on them ſhalt thou caſe thy angry Heart: 
What ſays Andronicus to this Devile ? 
Enter Marcus. 


© ©  -4 


Tit. Marcus my Brother, tis ſad Titus calls; | 
Go gentle Marcus to thy Nephew Lucius; 
Thou ſhalt enquire him out among the Gachs: 

Bid him repair to me; and bring with him 

Some of the chicteſt Princes of the Goths ; 

Bid him Encamp his Soldiers where they are; 

Tell bim the Em and the Empreſs too 

Feaſt at my Houſe, and he ſhall feaſt with them ; 

This do thou for my love, and fo let him, 

As he rega: ds his aged Father's Lite. 
Mar. This will I do, and ſoon return again. [Exit 
Tam. Now will I hence about thy Buſineſs, 

And take my Miniſters along with me. 

Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ſtay with me, 
Or <lſe Vil call my Brother back again, 

And c'eave to no Revenge but Lucius. 

Tam. What ſay you, Boys, you will abide with him, 
Whil-s I go tell my Lord, the Emperor, 

How | have govern'd our determin'd Jeſt? | 
Yield to his — ſmooth and {; him fair, | 
And tarry with him till I return again. 

Tit. I know them all, tho' they ſuppoſe me mad, 
And will o'er-reach them in their own Devices, 

A pair of curſed Hell-hounds and their Dam. {4d 

Dem. Madam, depart at Pleaſure, leave us here. 

Tam. Farewel, Andronicus, Revenge now goes 
To lay a Complot to betray * Foes. [Exit Tamorg. 

Tit. | know thou doſt, and ſweet Revenge farewe!. 

Chi. Tell us, Old Man, how ſhall we be employ'd ? 

Tir. Tut, I have work enou;h for you todo. 
Publius, come hither, Caias and Valentine. 

Enter Publius and Servants. 

Pub. What is your will? 

Tit. Know ye theſe two? 

Pub. The Empreſs Sons 
I take them. Chiron, Demetrius. 

Tis. Fie, Publias, fie, thou art too much deceiy'd, 
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' Oft have you me wiſh for ſuch an hour, R 
now 1 find it, ore bind them ſure. ¶ Exit Titus, 
lains, , we are the Empreſs' Sons. 
And therefore do we what we are commanded. 

Stop cloſe their Mouths; let them not ſpeak a Word. 

þ he fure bound ? look that ye bind them faſt. 

Enter Titus Andronicus with a Knife, and Lavinia with a Baſon. 

Tit, Come, come, Lavinia look, thy Foes are bound; 

Sirs, their Mouths, let them not to me, 

But let them hear what fearful Words I utter. 

Oh Villains, Chiron and Demetrius! f | 
| Here ftands the Spring whom you have ſtain'd with Mud, 
This goodly Summer with your Winter mixt: 

Ton kilfd her Husband, for that vile Fault, 
Two of her Brothers were condemn'd to Death, 

My Hand cut off, and made a merry jeſt, 

| Both her ſweet Hands, her Tongue, and that more dear 
Than Hands or Tongue, her ſpotleſs Chaſtity, 
Inhuman Traitors, you conſtrain'd and forc'd. 

What would you fay if I ſhould let you ſpeak ? 

| Villains! — for ſhame you could not beg for Grace. 

Hark, Wretches, how 1 mean to Martyr you. 

This one Hand yet is left to cut your Throats, 

Whilſt that Lavinia 'twixt her Stumps doth hold 

The Biſon that receives your guilty Blood. 

You know your Mother means to feaſt with me, 

And calls her ſelf Revenge, and thinks me mad —— 

Hark, Villains, I will grind your Bones to Duſt, 

And with your Blood and it, lil make a Paſte, 

And of the Paſte a Coffin will 1 rear, | 

And make two Paſties of your ſhameful Heads, 

And bid that Strumpet. your unhallowed Dam, 

Like to the Earth, ſwallow her own Increale. 

This is the Feaſt that I have bid her to, 

And this the Banquet ſhe ſhall furfeit on; 

For worſe than Philomel you us'd my Daughter, 

And worſe than Progne, | will be reveng'l, 

_ And 
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And now your Throats: Lavinia, come, 
Receive the Blood, and when that they are dead 
Let me go grind their Bones to Powder ſmall, 
And with this hateful Liquor temper it; 
And in that Paſte let their vile Heads be bak d. | 
—_— be every one officious migh 

make this Banquet, which 1 wiſh might 
More ſtern and bloody than the Centanrs beaſt. 

He ents their Throat, 

$0, now bring them in, 14 4 , 
And fee them ready gainſt the Mother comes. [ Ext, 

Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths with Aaron Priſoner. 
Luc. Uncle Marcus, fince tis my Father's mind 
That I repair to Rome, | am content. 

Goth. ours with thine, befal what Fortu-e will. 

Luc. Good Uncle, take you in this barbarous Moor, 
This rayenous Tiger, this accurſed Devil, 
2 no Suſtenance, ſetter him, 

| ht unto the Emperor's Face, 
For Teſtimony of theſe foul ings; 
And fee the Ambuſh of our Friends be ſtrong, 
fear the Emperor means no good to us. 
Aar. Some whiſper Curſes in my Ear, 
And prompt me, that my Tongue may utter forth 
The venomous Malice of my ſwelling Heart. 

Luc. Away, inhuman Deg, unhalluw'd Slave. | 

Sirs, help [Exernt — — 
our Uncle, to convey him in. Flowriſh, 
The Trumpets ſhewthe Empercr is at hand. 
Sund Trumpets. Enter Emperor and Empreſs, with Tribune 
and others. 

Sat. What, bath the Firmament more Suns than one? 

Luc. What boots it thee to call thy felt a Sun? 

Mar. Rome's Emperor and Nephew break the Parley, 
Theſe Quarrels muſt be quietly Debated : 
The Feaſt is ready, which the careful Ii. 
Ha h ordained to an honourable end, 


For Peace, for Love, for League, and good to Rome: 
Pleaſe you therefore draw nigh and take your — 
; — 
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A Table brought in. Enter Titus hike 4 Cook, placing the Meat 
n the Table, and Lavinia with 4 Veil over her Face. 

Tit. Welcome, my gracious Lord, Welcome dread Queen, 
Welcome, ye Warlike Gorhs, welcome Lacins, | 
And welcome all; although the Cheer be poor, 

Twill fill your Stomachs, eat of it. 

Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd, Au 
2 j — 

To entertain — 5 your Empreſs. 

Tam. We — — good Andromens. 

Tir. And if your Highneſs knew my Heart, you were; 
My Lord, the Emperor, reſolve me this; 

Was it well done of raſh Virginins, 
To ſlay his Daughter with his own Right-Hand, 
Becauſe ſhe was enforc'd, ſtain'd, and deflour'd? 

Sat. It was, Andronicss. 

Tit. Your Reaſon, mi Lord? 

Sat. Becauſe the Girl ſhou'd not ſurvive her Shame, 
And by her Preſence ſtill renew his Sorrows. 

Tit. A Reaſon mighty, ſtrong, and effectual, 

A Pattern, Prefident and lively Warrant, 

For me, moſt wretched, to perform the like: 

Die, die, Lavinia, and thy Shame with thee, 

And with thy Shame thy Father's Sorrow die. [ He kill hey; 

Sat. What haſt thou done, unnatural and unkind ? 

Ti. Kill'd her for whom my Tears have made me blind. 
] am as woful as Virginizs ws, 

And have 4 thouſand times more Cauſe than he. 

Sat. What, was ſhe raviſh'd? tell, who did the Deed? 

Tit. Will t pleaſe you eat, Will'r pleaſe you Highneſs feed 

Tam. Why haſt thou ſtain thine only Daughter thus? 

Ii. Not I, *twas Chiron and Demetrius. 

They raviſh'd her, and cut away her Tongue, 
And they, twas they, that did her all this Wrong. 

Sat. Go fetch them hither to us preſently. 

Tit. Why there they are both, baked in that Pye, 
Whereof their Mother daintily hath fed 
Eating the Fleſh that ſhe her ſelf hath bred. 


Tis reve, tis true, witaeſs wy Knife's ſharp point. 


[ He flab; the Emprefi, 
Sas, 
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| : [He ſtabs Titus, 

. Tac. Can the Son's Eye behold his Father blecd ? 
There's meed for meed, Death for a deadly Deed. 
{Lucius ffabs the Emperor. 
— ' 


if. 


'Tears will drown my Oratory, 

y very utterance; even in the time 
ſhould move you to attend me moſt, 
ing your kind Hand, Commiſeration. 

in, let him tell the Tale, 
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Our Father's Tears deſpis d, and cozen'd 
Of that true Hand, that s Quarrel out, 
And ſent her Enemies into the Grave. 
Laſtly, my felt unkindly Baniſhed, 
The Gates ſhut on me, and turn'd weeping out, 
To beg relief among Rome's Enemies, 
Who d their enmity in my true Tears, 
And op'd their Arms to embrace me as a Friend 
And I am turn'd forth, be it known to you, 
That have 'd her welfare in my Blood, 
And from her Boſom took the Enemy's point, 
Sheathing the Steel in my adventrous Body. 
Alas, you know I am no Vaunter, I, 
My Scars can witneſs, dumb although they are, 
That my Report is juſt, and full of Truth: 
But ſoft, merhinks I do digreſs too much, 
Citing my worthleſs Praiſe: Oh pardon me, 
For when no Friends are by, Men praiſe themſelves. 
Mar. Now is my Tongue to ſpeak: Behold this Child, 
Of this was Tamera delivered, 
The Iflue of an irreligious Moor, 
Chief Architect and Plotter ot theſe woes, 
The Villain is alive in Nen, Houle, 
| - we to witneſs this is true. 
w judge what cauſe had Titxs to revenge 
Theſe wrongs, unſpeakable, paſt Patience, 
Or more than any living Man could bear. 
Now you have heard the truth, what ſay you Romans ? 
Hare we done ought amiſ:.? ſhew us wherein, 


Speak, Romans, ſpeak, and if you ſay we ſhall, 
Lo Hand in Hand, Lacins and I will fall. 

Am. Come, come, thou Reverend Man of Rome, 
And bring our Emperor gently in thy Hand, 
Lucizs our Emperor: For well I know, 

The common Voice do cry it ſhall be fo. 
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Mar. Lucius, all hail, Rome's Royal Emperor; 
Go, go into old Titus s ſorrowful Houſe, 
And hithcr hale that misbelieving Moor, 
To be adjudg'd ſome direful 
As puniſhmen: for his moſt wicked Life. 
Lucius all hail! Rome's gracious Governor. 

Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans, may I Govern fo, 
To hea} Rome's harm, and drive away ber woe. 
But, gentle People, give me aim a while, 


Death, 


were the ſum of theſe that I ſhould pay, 
Countleſs and infinite, yet would 7-7 
Lac. Come hither Boy, come, come, and learn of us 
To melt in Showers, thy Grand-fire lov'd thee well; 
Many a time he danc'd thee on his Knee; 
Sung thee aſleep, his loving Breaſt thy Pillow : 


Meet and agrecing with thy Infancy. 
In that reſpect then, like a lovi 
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| Set bim Breaſt-deep in Earth, and famiſh him: 


let him ſtand, and rave and cry for Food : 


haps had their 
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-like, and devoid of Pi 
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on Aaren that damn d Moor, 


hom our heav 


8 


110 


22882 


Tirus AnDRONICUS. 


Events may ne'er it ruinate. 
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